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PREFACE 


The  accompanying  work,  compUed  and  edited  by  a Committee  of  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  of  the  University  of  Toronto,  is  offered  to  the  University 
pub  he  and  to  the  musical  world  as  a comprehensive,  and,  in  many  respects,  a 
unique  collection  of  College  Songs. 


to  desi^  IS  two-fold,— to  meet  the  requirements  of  the  University  College 
Clee  Uub  and  the  undergraduate  body,  and  to  be  a suitable  coHeotion  for  use  in 
tne  drawing-room  and  around  the  camp-fire. 


^ the  music  m the  book  has  been  carefully  edited  by  Mr.  Theodore  Martens 
of  whose  thorough  and  painstaking  services  the  Committee  desire  to  make  special 
mention.  Wherever  necessary  or  desirable,  songs  have  been  re-harmonked,  trans- 
P^d  or  arranged  for  male  voices,  and,^a  special  feature  of  the  work— nearly  all 
choruses  have  been  arranged  with  parts  suitable  for  colegeand  general  use.  Great 
economy  m the  disposal  of  space,  and  the  almost  entire  use  of  the  short  score,  have 
made  it  p^slble  to  include  am  unusually  large  number  of  songs.  Among  them  will 
of  course  be  found  many,  original,  or  peculiar  to  the  University  of  Toronto,  that 
have  never  before  appeared  in  any  pcirmanent  or  accessible  form.  Numerous 
songs,  for  which  translations  have  been  specially  written,  will  be  particularly  ser- 
viceable and  acceptable.  To  give  added  interest  to  the  collection  and  greater  per- 
manenoe  to  its  value,  a large  amount  of  standard  music  has  been  included,  while 
many  valuable  copyright  songs  have  been  purchased,  or  are  used  by  special  per- 
mission. 


The  Committee  desire  to  express  their  cordial  thanks  to  the  President  and 
Faculty,  to  tte  Graduates  and  Undergraduates,  and  to  many  others  less  intimately, 
connoted  with  the  College,  for  the  assistance  generously  afforded  them  in  the  pro- 
secution  of  their  work. 

For  permission  to  reprint  certain  copyright  songs,  the  Committee  and  the 
Publishers  acknowledge  their  obligations  to  John  Farmer,  Esq.,  Ballidl  College, 
Oxford ; to  Messrs.  ChappeU  & Co.,  Messrs.  Robert  Cocks  & Co.,  Mr.  Edwin  Ash’ 
down,  Messrs.  Novello,  Ewer  & Co.,  and  Mr.  John  Blockley,  of  London,  England; 
and  to  Messrs.  A.  & S.  Nordheimer,  of  Toronto. 

The  Compilation  Committee  and  the  Publishers,  Messrs.  I.  Suckling  & Sons, 
have  made  every  endeavour  to  discover  the  authors  and  owners  of  all  songs  in  the 
work.  Should  any  cases  have  eluded  their  vigilance,  the  Publishers  ask  the  kind 
indulgence  of  those  whose  permission  would  gladly  have  been  sought. 


University  College, 

Toroato,  December,  1887. 
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LMOST  thirty  years  ago  a group  of  young  fellows,  undergraduate 
students  of  University  College,  Toronto,  took  it  into  their  heads  to 
publish  a book  of  college  songs.  There  was  a University  Glee  Club 
in  those  days,  flourishing  intermittently.  There  was  a comparatively 
small  body  of  students.  For  the  boys  concerned,  the  venture  was. 
somewhat  daring.  Music  publishing  was  in  its  very  callow  infancy 
in  Canada.  There  were  only  two  music  typesetters  in  Toronto ; their 
maximum  output  was  a page  a day.  Canadian  publications,  of  what- 
ever kind,  found  it  hard  to  get  recognition.  However,  a publisher  was  discovered 
who  professed  his  faith  in  the  idea — a flickering  faith,  qualified  by  a demand  for  a 
guarantee  of  at  least  one  thousand  subscriptions  in  advance.  The  project  took  form, 
enthusiasm  developed,  the  one  thousand  subscribers — and  more — were  gathered  in,  a 
contract  was  signed  by  those  of  the  group  who  were  of  years  enough  to  sign  it, 
and  the  work  was  fairly  under  way. 

The  months  that  followed  are  a pleasant  memory.  The  group  of  editors  met 
in  almost  daily  session,  sifting  over  an  immense  quantity  of  song  material,  drawn  from 
all  available  sources.  The  work  to  be  done  in  such  a case  is  very  great — incredible 
by  those  who  have  had  no  experience  of  it.  The  nugget  emerging  seems  a small  return 
from  the  mass  that  goes  into  the  melfing  pot.  But  the  task  was  carried  out  with  care 
and  conscience,  and  the  result  seemed  to  show  that  choice  was  made  with  a true  instinct 
for  the  right  things  in  words  and  music.  The  book  sprang  into  instant  favour  among 
the  students,  and  became  very  popular  throughout  the  Dominion.  Over  forty  thousand 
copies  were  sold— a “record”  for  those  days.  It  was  altogether  a labour  of  love  on 
the  part  of  the  compilers.  None  of  them  received,  or  expected,  any  money  reward. 
The  royalties,  such  as  they  were,  were  devoted  to  the  purposes  of  the  University  Col- 
lege Glee  Club  while  it  lived,  and,  in  more  recent  days,  to  the  free  distribution  of  a 
Soldiers’  Song  Book  to  men  of  the  Canadian  Overseas  Forces. 

It  was  fitting  that  the  book  should  be  dedicated  to  the  venerable  President,  Sir 
Daniel  Wilson,  who  took  a deep  interest  in  this  undertaking  of  his  students ; and  fitting 
also  were  the  words  from  Cowley  in  which  the  dedication  was  made : 

“Nor  can  the  snow  that  age  can  shed 
Upon  thy  reverend  head 
Quench  or  allay  the  noble  fire  within ; 

But  all  that  youth  can  be,  thou  art.” 

Nearly  all  of  the  songs  then  chosen  are  still  popular,  and  successive  generations 
of  students  sing  then^  yet.  The  old  book  forms  the  nucleus  of  the  present  collection. 
But  there  is  much  added  material.  Mr.  J.  B.  Jones  (who  was  the  first  to  plan  and  the 
most  eager  to  execute  the  original  undertaking  in  1887,  and  who  has  kept  a keen 
interest  in  boys  and  young  men,  their  songs  and  doings,  ever  since),  has  edited  it 
with  the  same  care  as  was  given  to  the  first  collection,  calling  to  his  aid  the  youth  and 
enthusiasm  of  a committee  of  present  day  students,  Messrs.  Roland  B.  Perris,  Herbert 
Turney  and  Grenville  B.  Frost.  Some  of  the  old  songs  have  been  omitted  as  having  lost 
their  savour. 
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Though  it  is  not  yet  “Forty  Years  On,”  the  days  are  upon  us  (suddenly,  as  it 
seems), 

“When  we  look  back  and  forgetfully  wonder 
What  we  were  like  in  our  work  and  our  play.” 

The  original  committee  has  been  disbanded.  It  no  longer  controls  the  publication. 
One  of  its  members  died  some  years  ago.  Another,  Major-General  M.  S.  Mercer,  C.B.. 
who  has  been  much  in  our  minds  and  hearts  during  these  troublous  years  of  the  Great 
War,  has  fallen  in  his  country’s  cause  in  Flanders,  after  chivalrous,  heroic  and  effec- 
tive service.  Others — in  law,  in  the  church,  ui  journalism,  in  business  life — find  little 
leisure  for  song  or  even  for  reminiscence.  But  for  old  times’  sake,  and  in  remem- 
brance of  the  launching  of  that  early  venture,  the  surviving  members  may  be  allowed  \o 
bespeak  a friendly  reception  for  this  new  work,  built  upon  their  undertaking  of 
years  ago. 

J.  D.  S. 

Toronto,  January.,  1918 


COMMITTEE  OF  1887 

JOHN  J,  FERGUSON,  Methodist  Minister,  Unionville,  Ontario. 

JOHN  W.  GARVIN,  Insurance,  Toronto. 

ROBERT  M.  HAMILTON,  Presbyterian  Minister;  Broekville,  Ontario. 

WILLIAM  J.  HEALY,  Journalist,  Winnipeg. 

FRED.  B.  HODGINS,  Anglican  Clergyman,  one  of  the  editors  “The  Churchman,”' 
New  York. 

ROBERT  L.  JOHNSTON,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

JAMBS  EDMUND  JONES,  Chairman  of  Committee,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

NEWTON  KENT,  Toronto,  (ob.) 

MALCOLM  S.  MERCER,  C.B.,  Barrister,  Toronto,  Major-General,  Commanding  3rd 
Division,  Canadian  Expeditionary  Force.  Killed  in  action,  1916. 

JOHN  D.  SPENCE,  Secretary  of  Committee,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

ARCHIBALD  H.  YOUNG,  D.C.L.,  Professor  in  Trinity  University,  Toronto. 
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Toronto  University  Song  Book, 

■■  ■ » - - 

Itational  anb  l^atciotic. 


GOD  SAVE  THE  KING 


2 O Lord  our  God,  arise, 

Scatter  his  enemies, 

And  make  them  fall  i 
Confound  their  politics; 
Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks  | 
On  him  our  hopes  we  fix ; 

God  save  us  ail. 


3 Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store 
On  him  be  pleased  to  pour  { 
Long  may  he  reign  : 

May  he  defend  our  laws. 

And  ever  give  us  cause 
To  sing  with  heart  and  voice, 
God  save  the  King. 


1 


T — 

fa  - thers  died.  Land  of  the  Pil-grim'spride.Froia  ev  • '17  mouD-tain  side  Let  free-dom  ring, 
rooks  and  rills,  Thywoodsand  tem  -pledbillsiMy  heart  with  rap- turethrills, Like  that  a > bore, 
tongues  a- wake,  Let  all  thatbreathepar-take,  Let  rocks  their  si-lencebreak.Thssoandpro-long. 
land  be  bright, With  Iree-dom's  ho  * I7  light.  Pro  • tect  us  by  Thyniight.GrestGod,  our  King. 


MAY  GOD  PRESERVE  THEE,  CANADA. 


B 


QOD  PRESERVE  OUR  NATIVE  LAND. 


us  riflbfc  hand  pro  - • teo4  oar  land,  And  gaard  her  lib  - ar  • ij. 

guard  r^bk  and  lend  ns  xoighk,  Th’  In  - va  - der  to  re  * 

knar  - lab  trwks  of  pol  • i • tios,  Tom  Tbon  their  hearts  a . aidsb 


THE  MAPLE  LEAF  FOREVER 


ALEXANDER  MUIR. 
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THE  MAPLE  LEAF  FOE  EVEE, 
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Words  by  HoN.  Justicb  Routhzbr. 
Traaslatton  by  B.  Morton  Jones. 


Maestoso  c risoluio 


O CANADA 
Chant  National. 


C.  Lavallbe. 

arr.  byT  MaRTiN. 


O Ca  • na  • dal  Ter  - re  de  nos  al  - eux, 
O Ca  - na-  daf  The  land  our  fa-thers  Jound, 
Sous  I’oeil  de  Dicu,  pr^s  du  fleu  - ve  - ant, 
Neath  Hea-ven's  eye,  he  - side  a migh  • iy  stream, 


Ton  front  est 
Now  bright  the 
Le  Ca - na 
Great  grow  thy 


J.  1 I A 1 Ij.  J A _ A 1 I J 


-if — *- 

=l=f= 

mf 

ceint  de 
- lands 
dien  gran 
sons,  as 

1 g 

P -P  P— 

0eu>rons  glo  - ri  • 
on  thy  fore-head 
• dit  en  es  - pd 
they  of  greai-ness 

11  J.  J 

euxl 

bound! 

rant. 

dream. 

1 

Carton 
For  the 

II  est 
For  the 

11 

u r * 

bras  salt  por  • ler  I’e 
sword  thine  arm  hath  in 

Tid  d’u  - ne  ra  • ce 
race  they  spring  from  is 

1 1 111 

n » Jr^  f<— 

. e,  11 — ' salt  por-ier  la  croix! 

hat  • tie  home,  And  hath  raised  the  Cross  on  high; 
fii  - re,  Be  - ni  fut  son  ber  - ceau. 
full'  of  pride.  And  a bless~ing  hails  their  birth, 

1-1  in  1111  J 


Ion  his  - toire  est  une  ^ - po - 
And  the  po  - et'%  pen  finds  its 
Le  del  a mar-qu6  sa  car- 
And  the  powers  on  high  have pre- 

11  1111 


Des  plus  bril-lants  ex 


rid  • re  Dans  ' ce  mon  - de  nou 
par'd  their  place  ivith  the  great  ones  of  the 

1-1111  lAl  1 


ploits. 

Et  ta  va  - leur. 

• ry- 

And  thy  bold  .hearts. 

veau. 

Tou-jours  gui  - dd 

earth. 

And  the  high  faith 

J 

1 11  J 

f 


Copyright, Canada, 1914  by  W.  R.Draper. 


12 


O Canada 


1 UJI p)  . . 

de  foi  trem 

p6  e, 

Pro  - 14  - ge  • ra  nos  foy-crs 

et  nos 

filhd  with  dt  • VO  ~ ted 

faiths 

fVi/i  guardour  homes  and  our 

lih  • er  - 

par  sa  lu  • 

mih  - re, 

11  gar-de  - ra  I’hon-neur  de 

son  dra  • 

that  doth  in  - spire  there 

hearts 

Counts  their fia^s  hon-or  as  life's  great  • est 

J-J 

^ tJ.J'  Ij. 

’’  I-!,  r'  r p r IS 

A A 
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RULE  BRITANNIA, 
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BUZiB  BRITANNIA. 


OEOBUS. 


& To  thee  belong  the  nmd  reign. 

Thy  oitiea  shell  with  oommeree  shino 
All  thine  ehall  be  the  eabjeot  main, 

And  ev’ry  shore  it  circles  thine. 

Bole,  Britannia,  Ac. 


6.  The  Masee,  etill  with  Freedom  found, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  coasts  repair; 

Blest  lelel  with  matohlees  Beunty  crown’d 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  Fair, 
Bale,  Britannia,  do. 


Ohmu  stay  be  song  in  two  Toioea  by  omitting  the  second  Soprano. 
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MARCH  OP  THE  MEN  OF  HARLECH. 


Wart*  bjp  WILLIAU  DUTHIB.* 

„ g y j T^po  martiiaiti. 


Harnioiilz^frirBilaltVeicrabjrT.  U. 


Har-lechl  in  ttie  bol-low,  Do  ye  bear, like  roBbtog  bil-low.  Wave  on  wave  tliat 
^1*  the  tramp  of  Sax-on  foe-men,  8ax-on  epearmen,  Saxon  bowmen, — Be  they  ^iebte  or 
*'  « Btoepaandpaas-eenar-row  Flaab  witbspear  andflighlofarrow.  Who  would  think  of 
Horl  the  reel-ing  horseman  ov  - er  I Let  the  earth  dead  foemen  cover  J Fate  of  friend  of 


•org-ing  fot-Iow  Bat  -tie's  dis  - tant  soond  7 ) 
hinds  or  yeomen,  Theyeballbite  the  groondl) 
death  or  sorrow  ? Death  is  glo  - ry  now  I ( 
wife,  of  lov  • er,  Trem-bles  on  a blow  I 1 


1.0080  the  folds  a-snn'der,  Flag  we  oon-qner 


Strands  of  life  are  riv  • 


Blow  for  blow  is 


On-ward  ( 'tie  oar  oonn-try  needs  os.  He 
Men  of  Bar-leoh  I yoong  or  hoar  - y.  Would  you  win 


bo  who  leads  on  1 
name  in  ato  - ry  ? 


• 8v  periBiadOii  of  M-.a 


Nov«.t.o  Bwbk  a Oo..  lewlon 


RUSSIAN  NATIONAL  ANTHEM 

Maestoso. 
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LA  MARSEILLAISE 


LA  MARSEILLAISE. 


2.  Que  veut  cette  bortle  d’esolaves, 
de  traitres,  de  rois  conjures? 

Pour  qui,  ces  ignoblee  entraves, 

I:  ces  fers  dbs  long-terns  prepares?  :| 
Francois,  pour  nous!  Ah!  queloutragel 
quels  transports  il  doit  exciter! 

C’est  VOU8  qu’on  ose  mediter 
de  rendre  a I’antique  esclavage! 

Aux  annes  etc. 


2.  With  luxury  and  pride  surrounded, 

The  vile,  insatiate  despots  dare, 

Their  thirst  of  gold  and  power  uiiboonded, 
To  mete  and  vend  the  light  and  air. 

Like  beasts  of  harden  would  they  load  us — 

Like  gods  would  bid  their  slaves  adore 

But  man  js  man — and  who  is  more? 

Then  shall  they  longer  lash  and  goad  as? 
To  arms,  etc. 
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ITALIAN  NATIONAL  HYMN 


Marziale 


part-ed,  Our 
sing-eing*,  Re-t 
mor  - H.  1 

car  - mi,  Ri  - 

sol  - diers  a - 

urn  to  the 
mar  . ti  • ri 
tor  • ni  qurl 

rise  and  our 
days  when  the 
no  • stri  son 

e • ra  la 

hearts  be  u • 

sa  - bres  were 
tut  • ti  ri  • 

ter  • ra  dell'  a 

J -Tl 

nit  - ed,  Wit] 
rinf - ing",  Our 
sor  - ti,  Le 

r - mi ; Di 

swords  in 
lands  that  are . 
spa  - de  nel 
cen  • to  ca  • 

** 

hand,  and  our  face  toward,  the  foe,  The  fame  and  the  name  of  I - tal  - la  will  glow.  All 
t>oun  with  fet-ters  so  sore,  When  looa-ened  will  hrand-ish  our  sworde  once  more  No 

pug  . no.ghj,!.  lo  . njd  . le  chio-me.  U fiam-ma^ed  U no  . me  d’  I . to  . Ha  aul  cor.  Cor  - 
te  • ne  ci  vin  - Mt  U m«  . no.  Ma_an.oor  Leg  . „a  . „„  „1  fer  . ri  bran-dir. 


ma  • 
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rt-alian  National  Hymn. 2 


22 


National  Song  of  Belgium 

LA  BRABANCONNE 


BELGIUM 


28 


o’  Belgique,  6 mere  cherie, 

A toi  nos  coeuTS  a toi  nos  bras, 
A toi  notre  sang  0 Patrie, 

Nous  le  jurona  tous,tu  vivrasl 
Tu  vivras  toujours  grand  et  belle 
Et  ton  invincible  unite’ 

Aura  pour  devise  immortelle: 

Le  Roi,4a  loi,  la  liberte'l 


0 Bel^um,Oh'our  loved  bomel 

To  tbeeour  hearts  to  thee  our  arms, 

To  thee  our  lives  oh  motherland, 

Shall  we  give  that  thou  niayest  live . 
Thou  shalt  live  grand  and  beautiful 
And  thy  uncouquered  unity 
Shall  forever  live  in  imniortaUty, 

For  King,  for  law,  for  liberty. 


24 


Servian  National  Song 


26 


2ft 


HAIL  COLUMBIA. 


WwdtbyJUDGE  HOPKINSON,  179S.  PROF.  PHYLO, 


fTilh  Eiiorap, 


1.  Hftil  Co-lam  - bia,  hap -py  land  I Hail,  ye  heroee,  heav'n-boru  band,  Who  fought  and  bled  in 
3.  Immortal  patriots,  rise  once  more,  Defend  yonr  rights,  defend  your  shore  I Let  no  i nde  foe,  with 
S 3.  Behold  the  chief  who  now  commands,  Once  more  to  serve  his  cooniry  etands  The  rock  on  which  the 


I iM'irrr  irL^ip 


j freedom’s 

im  • pioae 

r ^ 

cause,  Who 
hand.  Let  r 
beat,  The  r 

ought  a 
0 rode 
xk  on 

— — — 

nd  bled  in  freec 
oe,  with  im  - 
which  the  ston 

Lv — j — Ip  * 1 — L_| [ tL 

om's  cause,  And  when  the  storm  of  war  was  gone,  En- 
ions  hand,  In-vade  the  shrine  where  sacrM  lies  Of 
n wiU  beat,  Bat  armed  in  vir  -tue,  firm  and  tree,  His 



111  1^ 

joy'd  the  peace  yoor  vat  • or  won.  Let  in  - de-pen-dence  be  onr  boast,  Et  - er  mind-fo] 
toil  and  blood,  the  well-«am'd  prize.  While  ofTring  peace,  sincere  and  just,  In  Heav'n  we  place  a 
hopes  are  fixed  on  Heav'n  and  yoa.  When  hope  waa  sinking  in  ^smay.  When  g!oome  ob  • scar'd  Co- 


-1— t- 


what  it  cost;  Ev  • er  grate-fal  for  the  prize,  Let  its  a)  • tar  reaoh  the  skies, 
man  - }y  trust.  That  truth  and  jus-tice  will  pro  • vail.  And  ev'  • ry  scheme  of  bond-age  fail, 
luat  - bia's  day,  His  stead  • y mind,  from  changes  free.  Re-solved  on  death  or  lib  • er  - ty. 


IS 

1 4 

5-4— 

. jg 

r-— * 

0 -■  1 • 

rirm,  u - n 

J.  . 

i - ted,  let  a 

be Ral  - 

J ^ 

y - iiij 

round  our  lib  - er  • ty,...,.. 

'■ — -C — 1 r ~ 1 - 

— T ' 

— i 

f 1 1 '1“ 

bund  of  broth  - ers  join'd,  Peace  and  safe  - ty  wo  shall  find. 

-J^i  J g- , J 


Japanese  National  Hymn 
KlMl  GA  YO 
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The  Harp  that  Once 

Slotvl>i. 

Isb  A 2Q(i  Teuor. 


thro’  Tara's  Halls. 

Arranged  by  TuKOOOat  UAJtTIKS. 


29 


the  harp  that  once  thro- TARA’S  HALLS. 


lives  (hat  siiil  it  lives. 


30 


OLD  GRIMES. 


Whene’er  he  heard  the  voice  of  pain, 

Hie  breast  tvith  pity  barned ; 

The  large  round  head  upon  his  oane. 
From  ivory  was  tnrn^. 

Hind  words  he  ever  had  for  all, 

He  knew  no  base  design ; 

His  eyes  were  dark  and  rather  small, 

His  nose  was  aquiline. 

He  lived  at  peace  with  all  mankind, 

In  friendship  he  was  true; 

His  coat  had  pocket-holes  behind, 

His  pantaloons  were  bine, 

Unharmed,  the  sin  which  earth  poUntea, 
He  passed  securely  o'er. 

And  never  wore  a pair  of  boots, 

For  thirty  years  or  more. 

11. 


7.  But  good  old  Grimes  is  now  at  rest, 

Nor  fears  misfortune's  frown  ; 

He  wore  a donble-breasted  veet,-^ 

The  stripes  ran  up  and  down, 

8.  He  modest  merit  sought  to  find, 

And  give  it  its  desert, 

He  bad  no  malice  in  his  mind. 

No  ruffles  on  his  shirt. 

9.  His'neighbors  he  did  not  abuse, 

Was  sociable  and  gay. 

Ho  wore  nor  lefts  nor  rights  for  shoes, 
And  changed  them  every  day. 

10.  His  knowledge,  hid  from  publiagaze. 
He  did  not  bring  to  view. 

He  made  a noise  town-meeUng  daya 
As  many  people  do. 


Thus,  uodisturbod  by  anxious  cares, 
His  peaceful  moments  ran, 

And  everybody  said  he  was 
.A  fine  old  gentleman. 
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THE  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 


Words  by  R«v.  CLARIS  EDWIN  8ILCOX,  ’08. 


Music  by  CLAYTON  E.  BUSH,  ’07. 
An-,  by  J.D.A.Tripp. 


1 Old  To  - ron-to,  moth-er  ev  - or  dear,  All  thy  eon,  thy  vo-rynaine„- 
2.  Soon  our  col -leg*  days  will  all  be  paet,  Du-ty  bide  ue  part  from  Menda  at 


we  are)  Bv-er  loy- al,  faith-ful.ft-ank  and  strong, We  will  eoundthy  prais-es*  in  our 
nite  us)ThenWll  servo  the  moth- er  of  us  all,  And  the  mer  - ry  days  of  j-outb  re- 


T=r 


TTrr- r -T^rr 
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LITORIA. 

(TOnOXTO  VERSION.) 

Aaeoretfo.  F.  C.  WADE.  'Hx 
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l.Te  Wooming  freulimun  dons  hiB  gown, 
Aad  walks  ye  wrth  wttli  awful  frown. 
Ho  Bees  ye  maidens'  glances  sly, 

And  rolleth  bis  magnstio  eye. 

He’s  brought  before  ye  Mufti’s  throne, 
Mid  BUlphurouB  smoke  and  muffled  groan. 
Mid  red-hot  brands  and  boiling  tar, 

He  soeotetb  danger  from  afar. 

8.  Te  spikes  cat  deep,  ye  race  is  ran. 

He  rides  ye  chariot  of  ye  ean. 

Ye  brake  is  put  on  Izion's  wheel, 
L'lnferno's  inmost  caverns  reel. 

4.  Ye  ritaal  he  chanteth  now. 

Dread  Luoifers  attend  liis  vow ; 

Ye  sounds  die  'way.  ye  ordeals  oerae, 
‘‘Adiuitiaiidos  tiroiie$,'' 

5 As  tiniest  voice  from  tiniest  star, 

Or  monkish  monotone  afar, 

Ye  freshman's  shattered  accents  rise, 

Ye  mask  is  lifted  from  his  eyes. 

6.  To  ’Varsity  men  this  tale  I speak. 

For  making  men  and  killing  cheek, 

Stick  up  for  yonr  formalities, 
initiandot  lirones." 


the  FRESHMAN’S  VERSION. 

N.  H.  Russell,  '87. 

1.  Ye  ’Varsity  man  has  doffed  bis  gown. 
He  wields  a stick,  bat  wears  no  frowa 
He  sings  about  ye  freshman’s  cheek, 

Bat  on  him  vengeance  we  will  wreak. 

2.  L’lnferno's  caverns  are  bis  hall. 
L'lnferno’s  lord  is  at  bis  call, 

He  sits  upon  l’lnferno’s  throne, 

And  thinks  be  hears  ye  freshman  groan. 
8- Ye  ’Varsity  men  assemble  ’round. 

With  silence  awful  and  profound, 

Ajid  judgment  give  in  words  like  Ibesfr— 
“Ad  iiiitiund'M  ti/vnes." 

4 Ye  minions  scour  earth’s  utmost  zone. 
And  seize  ye  freshman  when  alone. 

He’b  brought  onto  ye  ’Varsily  cells. 

’Mid  to  taring  jeers  and  miscreant  yelb. 
6.  Ye  freshmen  rise  with  one  accord. 

And  break  ye  rankx  of  that  vile  horde. 
They  burst  ye  ‘Varsity's  tiimsy  ohaia. 
And  bear  ye  prisoner  back  bgain. 

6.  To  freshmen  all  " this  tale  I speak." 

For  ({ueiling  those  wbo'd  1:111  our 
Down  with  all  informalities, 

“Ad  conterpandoi  tirttrus." 


COMMENCEMENT. 


Familiar  scenes  of  rainbow  hope 
And  cordial  cnuilation  ; 

Of  inaiohes  on  iho  College  lawn, 

And  speeches  on  the  nation  I 

Of  Locke  and  Ileg  I,  Comte  and  Sant, 
Of  Jelf  upon  iho  Ai-.iclet 
Or  for  a treat,  a grind  el  Tail's 
Dyoamios  of  a Pniticlo  1 


The  genial  converse,  eocial  cheer 
Of  friendship,  true  ns  lender; 
With  rivals  in  iho  generous  strife 
For  Fame,  liitd  no  surrender 

Farewell,  yo  dear  old  College  joys! 

'Tis  in  some  novel  sense  meant 
This  ending  of  life’s  julliest  days. 
A. id  culling  it  Commencement! 
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O TEMPORA,  O MORES, 

Trinslationby  W.  H.  ELUS 


0 TEMPORA,  0 MORES. 

a.  Iha  addlot  drew  hu  fiddle  out,  I tell  you  pretty  quick, 

0 fcftmpora,  O more?; 

And  fltraighcAoroBB  hie  fi.Wle  airings  he  arew  his  ilddle-stkik. 

U tempora,  O mores ; 

Allegro,  doloe,  presto,  now  wasn't  that  a go? 

Ob  wasn'ttbat  a jolly  lark.  O tempora,  Oho; 

Oh  moeio  charms  the  savage  beast,  as  we  all  know. 

».  Hehad’ntplayeda  dozen  bars,  before  the  crocodile, 

O tempera,  0 mores ; 

Began  to  dance  a Highland  ding  beside  the  anoieiit  Nile, 

O tempora,  O mores  ; 

Then  polkas,  galops,  waltzes,  oh  wasn't  that  a go?-ttc 

4.  Then  round  and  round  upon  the  sand  they  dan;ed  like  one  o olook, 

0 tempora,  O mores ; 

Ontil  against  a pyramid  his  tail  ho  chanced  to  knock, 

O tempora,  O mures  ; 

It  foil  and  knocked  sii  others  down,  oh  wasn’t  that  a go?  4c. 

5.  Now  when  this  awkward  brnte  had  knocked  the  pyramids  to  smash 

O tempora,  O mores ; . » 

The  fiddler  sought  Ibe  nearfst  pub.  to  try  and  get  some  haeh, 

0 tempora.  O mores;  ' 

He  called  for  Bass's  Bitter  Beer,  oh  wasn’t  {hat  a go?  <ko. 

6.  A fiddler’s  throat  is  like  a hole,  uucommon  bard:  to  fill, 

0 tempora,  O mores; 

And  if  be  hasn't  finished  yet,  no  doubt  he’s  drinking  stiU, 

0 tempora,  O mores ; 

Then  let  us  all  drink  with  him,  O won't  that  bs  a go?  Jko. 
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JINGLE,  BELLS. 


JIMOI.E,  BELLS 


36 


THE  BOOTS. 


AU*ffr0  f 
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POLLY- WOLLY- DOODLE, 


Oh  I I came  to  a river,  as'  I coulda't  get  aorosB, 
Sing  " Polly^wolly-doodle,"  all  the  day. 

Ad’  I )Qmped  upon  a nigger,  for  I thoaghl  be  was 
a hoes, 

Sing  " Polly-wolly-doodle,"  all  the  day. 

4<  Ob  I a grasshopper  sijiMD*  oh  a railroad  track, 

Slug  “ Polly-wolly-doodle,”  all  the  day. 
A-piekio'  his  teef  wid  a carpet  taok, 

Slog  ' Polly-wolly-doodle.”  «n  the  day. 


6 Behind  de  bam,  down  on  my  knees, 

Sing  " Polly  -wolly-doodle,”  all  the  day 
I thoQgfat  1 beard  a ohiokeo  sneeze, 

Sing  “ Poliy-woliy-doodle,”  all  the  day. 

6.  He  sneezed  eo  bard  wid  de  faoopin’-coo^, 

Sing  “ Polly-wolly-doodle,"  all  the  ^y* 
He  sneezed  his  bold  an‘ his  tail  right  off, 

Sing  **  Polly-wolly-doodle,”  all  ^e  day. 
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Words  ty  -MOORE. 


THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 


i.D.KSI^RISON. 


1.  Thone  even  - ing  bella,  those  even  - ing  bells.  How  man  - y a tule  their 

2.  Those  joy.  ouB  hoars  are  paeaed  a - way.  And  man  ■ y a heart  that 

3.  And  so  ’twill  be  when  I am  gone.  That  tune  - fal  peal  will 


mns-io  telle  Of  youth  and  home  and  that  sweet  time  When  1 h- ai  d their 

then  waa  gsy.  With  - - i . the  tomb  now  dark  ly  dwells.  And  hears  i.o  mow  those 

Btill  ring  on.  While  otli  - er  bards  shall  walk  these  della,  And  sing  your  praise,  sweet 


1 - w-  ^ ^ — 

J .‘■“T  ’ 1’’“*  ' l>~ra  tbeir  Mothiag  cLim. 

■""‘i  ■ ly An<i  bi!»™  no  more  ihow  ovenfeg  bell, 
even-mg  bells.  While  oth  - er  bards  shall  walk  thesedells,  Aod  sing  year  praise,  sweet  eveniug  bells 


At- 


THE  CRUISE  OF  "THE  BUGABOO.' 
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THE  CRUISE  OF  "THE  BDQABOO." 


2.  I shipped  as  cook  and  steward,  me  b?e». 

Fur  divii  a oint  I had  ; 

I said  aoo<J-bye  to  Mary  Ann, 

And  was  fesliii  purty  bad. 

As  I said  fiood-bye  to  Mary  Ann. 

And  set  me  face  to  the  west 
I beanl  the  etitjineer  remark 

That  the  horse  was  doin'  his  Iwst. 

8.  The  first  time  that  I set-n  the  ship, 

She  lay  in  Teraulay  street  canal ; 

She  was  tall,  an'  larne.  an'  beautiful, 

Fofkjit  her  shape  I niver  shall 
Oh,  the  captain  ho  wore  h large  straw  liat, 
Knee-breeches,  and  a body-coat  blue; 

Arrah.  bodad  J the  byes  all  aaiil,  he’d  make  a fine 
figger-head 

Fur  10  ornament  The  Bugaboo 


7.  Nine  years  we  sailed,  when  a storm  arose, 

The  canal  rose  monnliiis  high; 

Ob.  the  liuhtiiiu'  flasin-d.  and  the  thnnder  rolied. 
An'  ht  the  dark  blue  sky 
The  second  mate  he  eev  orders 
Fur  to  lower  the  satl  an'  dew ; 

An'  the  captain  down  below,  lyin'  smokin'  in  bis 
berth, 

Set  fire  to  The  Bugaboo. 

8 Tlien  the  mule  took  fright  an’  run  away, 

An'  left  the  crew  afioat; 

'The  mat^he  shouted  t-o  the  Engineer 
Fur  to  oome  and  save  the  boat. 

But  the  mule  was  gitiin’  along,  me  byes. 

An’  his  tail  was  headin’  for  the  west ; 

And  the  engineer  cuUc/Teut  quite  loud 
That  the  horse  was  ooni  uis  oest. 


4 Oh.  the  engineer  fie  went  asleep 
As  he  sat  aboord  the  mule : 

And  the  second  mate  called  out  lo  hmi 
"Arrah,  turn  the  crank  you  tool:  " 

Tho  secmul  mate  hollomd  and  fwoie  me  byee. 
Till  he  split  the  back  ot  his  vest ; 

And  the  engineer  woke  up.  and  replii'd 
That  tho  horse  was  doin'  his  best 

5.  Wo  soon  weighed  anchor,  an'  set  sail 
Fur  to  plough  the  ragin'  surl; 

We  tvuz  hoiiiiil  for  the  hog  of  Allaghen 
For  Ui  git  a Insd  of  turf. 

We  sailed  ail  nl^h'  unlil  we  reached 
The  back  of  liichmond  Barracks  so  true; 

And  the  galloitj,  Kiehty-Sixth  Hrwl  « royal 
8ft  life  of  bricks 
.At  tho  captfiia  of  The  Uugobtio. 


9.  When  the  captain  seen  what  he  had  done, 

He  lond  for  help  did  shout ; 

All'  he  hollered  np  troc*'  the  chimney  hula 
Pur  th<-  helmsman  fur  to  come  snd  put  tl  oat. 
Bat  the  helmanian  he  was  fast  asleep, 

Alt'  to  his  post  i^ntriie : 

All'  the  fire  burned  so  hunl  in  the  middle  of  the 
turf, 

Bedad,  we  couldu't  save  The  livgahoo. 

10.  Oh.  the  fire  it  biirised  so  hard,  me  byes, 

That  it  bni'iied  the  towin'-ropo; 

And  tlie  mule  he  throwed  tlio  engineer, 

Who  tumbled  down  the  slojw. 

The  captain  called  to  the  engineer 
Fur  to  give  the  mnle  H rest ; 

And  the  engineer  replied  from  the  bank* 

That  the  horse  was  doin'  iiis  t<cst. 


Then  the  captain  Tdned  all  hands  on  deck, 
Fnr  to  answer  the  Mlute ; 

And  he  grabbed  ahold  of  a marlin'  spike 
And  the  second  mate's  left-hand  boot- 
Ho  throwed  th«  h<H)t  so  straight,  me  bye... 

That  he  hil  th^  mule  on  the  chest - 
And  th  engiiieei;  re-mon  strs-ted 
That  the  horse  wHsdoiii.’  his  bstl 


U.  When  forty  tousand  miles/rom  land. 

In  latitude  fifty  four. 

Oh  the  tire  ir  hnrnml  so  hanh  me  byes, 

That  it  eonldn’l  burn  uiiv  more , 

Thecaptsln  heilienyey  itnitre- 

••  Lower  fad  Hb.)  the  hoais  an'  save  the  cr&wJ" 
■ Forty-seven  ('orkoijians.  fifty-four  Far  Tkavns, 
Went  down  in  The  Bufiaboo 
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I 

-I 


MUSH,  MUSH. 
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MUBH,  MUBH. 


But  a blaokguurd,  onlled  Mickey  Maloney, 
Came  sii’  sthnia  her  sffiotions  away ; 
Far  he'd  money  an'  I hadn't  onyi 
Bo  I slnt  him  a otiallcnee  nixt  day. 

In  the  ayvenin’  we  met  fit  the  Woodbine. 

The  Don  we  crossed  o'er  in  a boat ; 

An’  I lathered  him  wid  maebillaly, 

Fnr  he  throd  on  the  tail  o'  me — C\o. 


4.  Oh,  me  fame  wint  abroad  throngh-the  nation, 
An'  folks  came  a-flookia’  to  see 
An'  they  cried  oat,  w-dout  hesitatioi^ 
“Yon’re  a flghtiii’  mnn,  Billy  MeOee  1" 

Ob,  I've  claned  out  theFinnigan  faction. 

An’  I've  lioked  all  the  Marphya  afloat ; 

If  yoa're  in  far  a row'or  a raotion,' 

Jist  ye  thread  on  the  tail  o'  iite~CAo. 


MICHAEL  ROY. 
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ilOY. 


CBORUS.  Accompaniment  tame  as  for  latteio^it  ef  Solo. 


OH  MY  DARLING  CLEMENTINE. 
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fmpodlviatufkn  Words  and  Music  by  Pb  KCY  MONTROSE. 


4fi 


FORTY  YEARS  ON. 


^ j 

V. 
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S.  O (he  great  days,  in  the  distance  enohanted. 

Days  of  fre<«h  air.  in  the  rain  and  the  snn, 
How  we  rejoiced  as  we  straggled  and  panted — 
Hardly  iMlieyable,  forty  years  on  I 
How  we  discoarsed  of  them,  one  with  another, 
Aagaring  triumph,  or  balancing-fate, 

Loved  the  allv  with  the  heart  of  a brother, 

Hated  the  foe  with  a plaving  at  hate  I 
Follow  np  I ^0. 


4 . Forty  years  on.  growing  older  and  older, 

Shorter  in  wind,  as  in  memory  long, 

Feeble  of  foot,  and  rheamatic  of  shomder, 

What  will  it  help  yoQ  that  once  xou  were  strong? 
God  give  ns  bases  to  guard  or  beleaguer. 

Games  to  play  ou',  whether  earnest  or  fun; 
Fights  for  the  fearless,  and  goals  for  the  eager, 
Twenty,  and  thirty,  and  forty  years  on 
Follow  up  1 Ac. 


"TBE  MSNAOBILIB.* 


H.  S O,. 


Words  by  Miss  N.  C.  ENO,  ( WelUaley  ColL 


1.  DiaEcnoNB.  take  a few  pieces  of  sine.  And  put  in  your  geu  - er  a - (or,  'Add 

2.  OsBERViTioMe  The  ao-tion  was  not  ver-y  brisk,  When  I put  in  H j SO*,  So.  I 
•1.  CoNOLuaioNB.  As  £ wiped  up  the  a-cid  and  zinc,  And  swept  np  the  glass  from  the  ncor,  I con- 


r.=S=rtzS= 


wa  - ter,  then  piug  in  the  oovk, 

tried  ni  • trio  a • oid  to  eee 

olud  - ed  I’d  stick  to  direotious, 

caoBUS. 


and  pour  in  ii  g SO*.  And 

If  the  thing  would'nt  bub  • bie  up  more.  -If  tbe- 
And  try  my  own  me  • ihoda  no  more.  And 


pour  in  H g SO  *, 
thing  would’nt  bub  • ble  up  more, 
try  my  own  me  - thods  no  more, 


And  pour  in  H j SO*,  Add 

If  the  thing  wouldn’t  bob  - ble  up  more.  So  I 

And  try  my  own  me  • tbods.  no  more.  I con- 


wa  - ter  then  plug  in 
tried  ni  • trio  a • oid 
olud  • ed  I'd  stick  to 


the  cork,  And 
to  see  If  the 
di  - rao  • tions,  And 


pour 

thing 

try 


H BO 

wouldn't  oub  - ble  np  more, 
my  own  meth  • ode  no  more. 
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THE  TRAMP’S  SONG 


Alutlc  by  JAS.  EDMUND  JONGS, 
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THE  TKAMP’8  SONG. 


UBI  BENE,  IBI  PATRIA. 


itoCeraio.  mf. 


/ j 

^ M 1 

< 1 N 

* 1 r4l 

1 s 

Hi  e < 

1 - j . 

r 

1.  Ail  the  world  a 

2.  All  my  goods  wei 
■H.  In  my  heart  arc 

■W  ^ ^ 

- round  Pm.stray-i 

7h  not  a fea  - the 

all  my  treas-n. 

5 ^ ^ J-  -t 

ig,  Eve  - ry  sea  aud  a 

And  my  blood  is  n 

res-  - ' Joys  no  hand  can  ta 

P-  -4 

ounta 
ev  - e 

le  ■& 

n o'er ; 
r old; 
way ; 

P-  J. 

* ’ r ~i?  1 

4.  While  my  pipe  is  yet  beside  me, 

And  my  beer  remains  to  foam, 

With  a hat  and  coat  to  hide  me, 
Everywhere  I’ll  gaily  rgam. 

Drinking  here  and  smoking  there  (£u.) 
Gbi  Bene,  ibi  Patria  (Pu). 

6,  In  the  bowl  I’m  ever  heeding 

Love’s  delioiouK,  maddening  glow ; 
Now  in  nortbland  humbiy  pleading. 
Now  were  southern  breezes  blow. 
Kissing  here  and  drinking  there  {HU.) 
Dbi  Bene,  ibi  Putria  (#</"'.) 


6.  So  tbroagb  life  I'm  smoothly  gliding 

On  a calm  and  shining  sea, 

Sorrow’s  olonds  in  kisses  hiding, 

And  in  wine's  sweet  revelry. 

Merry  here  and  merry  there  \BU.) 

Ubi  Bene,  ibi  Patria  (Pi«.) 

7.  By-and-by  shall  Death's  grim  shadows 

On  this  nseless  clay  be  laid ; 

Then  I’ll  clasp  the  cooling  meadows 
In  the  golden  land  of  shade  I 
Merry  here  and  merry  there  (Sit,) 

Ubi  Bene,  ibi  Patria  (Pi*.) 
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O'HOOLIHAN. 
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O'HOOUHAK. 


. Tiioy  made  me  carry  all  the  bate, 

An’  they  nearly  dhrove  me  ora^ ; 

They  put  me  out  in  the  ointre-field, 

But  1 paralyzed  them  all. 

I’or  I put  out  me  fieht  fur  to  atop  a " fly," 

Whin  the  murtberin'  thing  bit  me  eguare  in  the 
An'  they  hong  me  over  a fince  to  dhry,  [eye ; 
The  day  that  I played  baaeball. 


9. 1 took  the  bat  fur  to  strike  the  ball, 

An’  I knocked  it  to  San  Francisco, 

Around  the  basea  I did  ma 
A dozen  times  or  more, 

3 ill  all  the  byes  began  to  howl 
’‘O'Hooliban  ye  made  a foul," 

An'  they  rubbed  me  down  wid  a Torkiih  tow'l, 
The  day  that  I played  basebaU. 


4.  The  editor  he  axed  me  name 
For  to  give  me  a leather  medal, 

He  axed  me  fur  me  fortygraft 
To  liang  amn'  the  wall ; 

Fur  he  said  it  was  me  as  had  won  the  game, 
Wid  me  head  all  broke,  and  me  shoulder  lame* 
An'  tiiey  took  me  home  on  a cattle  train. 

The  day  that  I played  baseball. 


SEEING  NELLIE  HOME. 


B2 


THE  SPANISH  GUITAR. 


M9derato,  mf. 


/idapted  by  W- 1.  H«  bad  J>  B.  J. 
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THE  SPANISH  OUITAB, 


•4.  1 waa  foor  years  a atndent  at  Cadiz, 

Where  nothing  one's  pleasare  can  mar,  ohing.  ohing  I 
And  where  many  a beautifol  maid  is, — 

Ob  I etrumm'd  and  I twang’d  my  gnitat,  ohing,  ohing  t 

3,  Ob  1 sang  serenades  there  at  Cadiz, 

TiU  I got  an  attack  of  catarrh,  ohing,  ohing  I i 

Thongb  no  more  1 ooald  serenadize, 

8tUi  I played  on  my  Spanish  guitar,  obmg,  uningl 


4.  When  at  last  the  train  bore  me  from  Cadiz, 

The  ladies  all  wept  round  the  car,  ohing,  ohing  i 
Oh  it  meved  me  to  part  from  those  ladies, 

Bnt  1 carried  away  my  guitar,  ohing,  ohing  t 

6.  I'm  no  longer  a stndenc  at  Cadiz, 

Bat  I play  on  the  Spanish  gnitar,  ohing,  ohing] 
And  stili  I am  fond  of  the'ladies, 

Thongh  now  I’m  a happy  papa,  ohing,  ohing  I 


SAW  MY  LEG  OFF. 


3.  Saw  it  on  again,  gnick. 
S.  Gall  yonr  dog  off,  sharp. 


4.  Hash  for  breakfast.  Hash  for  dinner. 
Hash  tor  sopper,  Hash  I 


* Shonted 
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THERE  IS  A TAVERN  IN  THE  TOWN. 


. Thera  is 
3.  He  left  m< 
3.  Ob  I dig  my 


tav-ernin  the  towa,  m thetown,  And  theremy  dear  lovesits  him 
for  a dam-sel  dark,  dam-sel  dark.  Eaoh  Friday  night  they  ased  In 
jrave  both  wide  and  deep.wide  A deep.  Put  tombstones  at  my  bead  and 


Fare  thee  well,  for  I most  leave  thee,  Do-not  let  the  parting  grieve  thee,  And  r 
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THBKE  IS  A.  TAVERN  IN  THE  TOWN. 


8.  Bti!),  the  three  pretty  little  kitteas  (eaoh  was  their  impertarbability)  [ oonticoed  to 
live  together  | in  the  basket  of  saw-aw-dast ; 

Said  the  third  little  kitten  | unto  | the  two  other  little  oats,  | 

" If  yoa  don't  jast  get  oat  of  this,  | Why,  I thall  Boer  1 1"  That's  so. 

* Wi'.h  a vigeroua  nsd  efaffiraatiao. 
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SAILING,  SAILING.  SAILING 


SAILING,  BAILING  SAILING. 

TO  rtd  y„  dal  U I.  u In  U l»  I, 

j , i J , . , . ^ i. 


8.  After  tbe  tuoset  floah  has  flows, 
Wheo  lilacs  ecect  tbe  air. 

By  the  old  bridge  I II  meet.  ;dODe 
My  love  eo  blithe  aud  fair. 

i.  Over  tbe  river,  ihe  ovening  breeze 
'Fragranoe-’aden  blows; 

Under  the  blossoming  apple  trees, 
I walk  with  my  lovely 


6.  Eyes  has  my  love  like  a day  m Jim 

Wb  II  all  the  sky  is  blue, 

Lips  like  a rose  tn  ii  eumnier  noon. 
Ripe-red  throogh  and  ihrougb 

fi.  Ever  I dream  of  one  sweetest  word 
I to  my  love  will  say  ; 

Oh,  my  heart  is  like  a singiog-birt 
On  a swaying  hazel  spray. 


THE  COLLEGE  GOWN. 


r«B«— "Des  Pabst  Lrbt  Herslicu." 


Words  by  REV.  J.  CAMPBELL. 

■g-  r I 


U U U u 

^ / Oft  in  the  clas-eio  page  I've  read 

( Now  hea  • then  dames  I bid  de  - - part, 


Gra  - ces  three  and  Ma  - sei. 
her  my  Grace,  my  Muse,  I 


8.  Dynamio  foroes  ne’er  oan  move 
Tb'  eostatio  zero  of  my  sool. 

No  oalonlns  oompate  its  love. 

Nor  optio  powers  discern  the  whole. 
Tboagb  squared  and  onbed,  no  lanee  of  years 
Oan  e'er  her  fond  remembrance  drown. 
Nay  though  they  numbered  thrice  the  tears 
She  mended  in  my  College  Gown. 

8.  No  language  oan  express  her  charms, 

No  living  tongue  her  virtues  tell ; 

9er  name  the  poe 's  pen  disarms, 

And  dares  bis  powers  to  break  tbe  spell. 
Nor  wonld  he,  if  he  could,  disclose 
That  name  in  every  language  known, 

Tie  stated  best  in  English  prose — 

She  mended  my  old  College  Gown. 


4.  Philosophy  perchance  may  please 
Tbe  earnest  and  enquiring  mind 
Butneitfas'  mighty  Socrates 
Nor  Cioero  himseli  could  And 
A secret  that  in  agee  past 
Baffled  sages  of  renown. 

Tbe  siimmum  fronum— found  at  lasv  \ 

She  mended  my  old  College  Gown. 

6.  Great  wonders  Soienoe  brings  to  light, 
Great  truths  her  growing  powers  unfold 
And  Nature  spreads  before  our  sight 
A thousand  beauties  new  and  old. 

Yet  one  o'er  all  I still  prefer. 

Who  in  her  kingdom  wears  tbe  crown, 
Tbe  world  were  empty  wanting  her 
Who  mended  my  old  College  Gown. 


MY  BONNIE. 


6« 


Bring 


bring 


back,  0 bring  back  my  Bon  - oie 


liast  night  aa  I lay  on  my  pillow, 
Last  night  as  I lay  on  my  bed, 
Last  night  as  I lay  on  my  pillow, 

I dreamed,  that  my  Bonnie  was  d£ 
Chorut — Bring  back,  etc. 


4.  The  winds  have  blown  over  the  ocean, 
The  winds  have  blown  over  the  sea, 
The  winds  have  blown  over  the  ocean, 
And  bronght  back  my  Bonnie  to  me. 
Chorus — Bring  back,  etc. 


THE  LANDLADY’S  DAUGHTER. 

DbyJAS.  EDMUND  JONES,  '88. 


I Threi  students  tliat  came  from  far  over  the  Rhine. 
Once  stopped  at,  the  door  of  an  inn  for  some  wine. 

3.  "Kind  land'ady,  have  you  good  wine  I pray? 

And  where  is  your  charming  yoimg  daughter  to-day?" 

3.  "My  beer  and  ray  wine  are  refreshing  and  clear. 

In  her  heavenly  home  is  my  daughter  so  dear." 

4.  And  when  they  stepped  into  the  chamber  of  death, 
They  gaz^d  on  the  maiden  and  each  held  his  breath. 

6.  The  veil  from  her  face  the  first  drew  aside. 

And  looked  at  her  sadly,  and  rooarnfally  cried:  • 


fi.  "Ah  I didst  tbon  bnt  live,  oh  maiden  so  pore  I 
From  this  very  moment  I’d  love  thee,  I’m  sure. 

7.  The  veil  o'er  her  face  the  second  one  drew, 

And  wept  as  he  inr»f  ri  from  the  sorrowful  view. 

8.  "Alas,  that  thon  tbns  liest  dead  on  thy  bierl 

For  thee  I have  loved  since  many  a year." 

9.  The  third  moved  again  the  vert  from  its  place, 
And  bent  o'er  the  form,  and  kissed  the  pale  free 

10.  "Thee  always  I loved,  thee  love  I to-day, 

And  thee  shall  I love  for  ever  and  aye." 
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"FSEIT^BnOBDCI  JiXBSKB.’  ALMA  MATER. 


1.  I'm  heartily  tired  of  Greece  and  Rome 
1 weayr  throDKh  each  learned  tome. 

T pleasure  oome 


In  thinking  of  x pins  y. 

Chomt,~Oa 


Alma  Mater  I Ae. 

oomea.  oh  then,  oh  then, 
Whrther  at  eight,  or  nine,  or  ten. 

Up  I moat  get  from  my  ooey  den, 

And  off  to  collage  fly. 

Cfcoru*.— Oh  Alma  Mater  I 4i, 


^ winier  a night. 

With  one  on  my  left  and  one  on  my  right. 
Tis  pleasant  tfaos  to  walk  at  night 
Don  t ask  me  the  reason  why.  * 

C’horw.-Oh  Alma  Mater  I 4o, 

i.  Sommer  is  coming,  and  naogbt  like  this 
filing  all  day  on  banks  of  bliss 
And  now  and  then  a-stealing  a kies 
And  jf  I can’t  I'll  try. 

ChoriiM — Oh  AlmaJOateri  A 
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THE  MAID  FROM  ALGOMA. 


CBORIJS 


. ••  Where  are  you  goinR,  myr  pretty  maid  ?" 

Heave  away,  beigho,  heigho. 

“I’m  going  to  'Varsity,  eir,''  she  said, 

"Aod  I oome  away  back  from  Algoma.” Cho. 

What  to  do  there,  my  pretty  maid  ?'' 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigbo. 

" I'm  going  to  be  ealtared,  sir,"  she  eajd, 

“For  I oom'e  a,«ay  back  from  Algoma." Cho. 

“ Wbat  are  your  esnaiee,  my  pretty  maid 
Heave  away,  beigho,  heigbo. 

Chinese  and  Quaternions,  sir.”  she  said, 

"And  1 oome  away  book  from  Algoma."— (7Ao. 
“ Then  who  will  marry  yon,  my  pretty  maid?.’* 
Heave  away,  beigho.  heigho. 

“Cnltored  girls  don't  marry,  sir,"  she  said, 

"And  I go  away  back  to  iJgoma."— 


1;  “ Where  are  yon  goiug,<my  pretty  maid 
Heave  away,  beigho,  heigho. 

“ I'm  going  to  a lectnre,  sir,"  she  said. 

"And  I oome  away  back 'from  Aigoma." Cho. 

2.  '■  May  I go  with  yon,  my  pretty  maid  ?" 

Heave  away,  beigho,  heigho. 

“ Ton  wonldn't  nndemtand  it,  sir."  she  said, 

" For  I oome  away  back  from  Algoma." Cho, 

3.  “ Whet  is  the  snbjeot,  my  ^etty  maid?'* 

Heave  away,  heigbo,  hei^o. 

Total  eztinotion  of  man,"  she  said, 

" For  I go  away  baok  to  Algoma." — Cko. 

4.  " Then  who  will  marry  yon,  my  pretty  mmd?*' 

Heave  away,  heigbo,  heigbo, 

“ wiU  marry  me,  sir,"  she  said, 

.“And  I go  away  ba^  to  Algoma." — Cha. 


DEAR  EVELINA.  SWEET  EVELINA 
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®o<:  ROt  a dollar, 

Evelina  atill  Hvea  in  that  green  grassy  holler, 
Although  I am  fated  to  marry  her  never. 

I've  Bworn  that  I'll  love  her  for  ever  and  ever, Cho, 


CARMEN  LIBERORUM  ROMANORUM. 
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Solo.  dontpirUo, 


KEMO  KIMO. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 


Mu»lc  adapted. 


Dere‘8  where  da  dar-keye  grow  ten  feet;  1 _. 

'ega  . hang  ont  for  a ohie-ken  roost.  | ““^8  ' sit  - ty  won’t  you  ki  - me  - o I 


3.  Each  darkey  wakes  up  almost  aeao 

you  kiraeo  j 

With  a hundredweight  of  chickens  on  each 
Bmg-song  sitty  won’t  you  Mmeo  I 

4 The  chickens  go  out  to  de  bam, 

9ing-80Bg  sitty  won’t  you  kimeo  I 
Ihe  big  ones  crow  and  the  little  ones  larn 
Bmg-song  sitty  won't  you  kimeo  I 


6.  And  when  each  chick  is  pretty  full, 

Siug-Bong  Bitty  won't  you  kimeo  I 

He  sticks  his  cIqw  in  the  darkey's  wool. 
Sing-song  aitty  won't  you  kuneo  I 

8,  I looked  behind  de  kitchen  stairs, 

Sing-sonjj  sitty  won’t  you  kimeo  1 
1 saw  a caterpillar  saying  his  prayers. 
Sing-seng  sitty  wont  you  kimML 


i.  (trato)  The  horm  a„d  the  sheep  were  going  to  the  paetnro. 
a Bsng-eong  sitty  won’t  you  kimeo  1 
Soy,  the  horse  to  the  .beep  (osr„,)  - Won’t  you  go  olittle  (sster  ?-  Sing-song,  4c 


«6 


THERE’S  ONLY  ROOM  FOR  ONE, 


, , . . Why  has  th®  Chicago  girl  bat  one  foot  ia  the  /rrave? 

hsu  ihould  be  introduced. 
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THE  PIPE. 


2 Lsc  pIiiloBopbere  rant  of  Fiobte  aod  Eaot, 

Of  Horlloy  and  bia  vibrations, 

And  pozzle  thuir  wits  with  (Murke,  Jjeibnitz, 

Time,  spaoe.  and  their  leluticns; 

Yet  six  feet  sp&oe  will  end  their  rnoe, 

And  prove  their  sciences  trashes, 

Wbile  Time  with  a wipe  will  break  their  pipe, 

And  Death  knock  ont  the  ashes. 

Chorut, — Then  botrab,  dc 


S.  Let  the  soldier  boast  of  the  mighty  host, 

Of  the  pride  and  the  pomp  of  battle, 

Of  the  war  steed's  boond,  and  the  olario&’s  soand, 
And  the  cannon's  thanderlng  rattle 
Yet  there’s  more  delight  with  a friend' at  night, 
And  a song  and  a pipe  also, 

Than  in  balls  aod  bombs,  and  fifes  and  droiiu, 
And  military  show. 

Chonii. — Then  hurrah,  Ac. 


INTEGER 

fkOR.,  Lib.  I.C.XXll.  FLEMMING.  i«8-t8t3. 


4.  Qnale  portentum  neque  militaris 
Daunias  latis  alit  essonletia  ; 
Neo  Jabs  tellas  generat,  leonam 
Arida  nntrix. 


5-  Pone  me,  pigris  nbi  nnila  campis 
Arbor  sstiva  reoreatar  aura ; 
Qnod  latas  mandi  nebuls  malaeqne 
Jnpiter  urget. 


6.  Potiesub  ourru  nimiumpropinqui 
Solis,  in  terra domibna negate; 
Dnloe  ridentem  Lalagen  amabo, 
Doloe  loqaentem. 
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SON  OF  A GAMBOLIER. 

^on  mot*- 


.tor,  Like  ev.  - ry  ho„  . „t  M-W  I 
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SON  or  A GAMBOLIER. 


ev'ry  joi-!y  fellow  I takes  my  whiskey  clear,  rmaramblingrakeofpoverty,  Aodthesonof  aGambolier. 


ev  ry  jol-ly  fellow  I takramy  whiskey  clear,  I*m  a rambling  rake  of  poverty,  And  thason  of  a Oambolier. 
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THE  BULL-DOG. 


SfoaeraiOt  mf 


bank.  And  tbe  bull-frog  in  ihe  pool.  The  'boll  • dog  called  the  bull-lmg  A 

catch  bim,  And  the  snapper  caught  hie  paw,  The  polly  - wog  died  a laughing,  To 


g-;  g ^ 

Jir: 

» — -m m 1 

^ ^ ^ * r ^ p b — ^ — b 
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_ green  old  wa  - ter 

L eee  bim  wag  hi 
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fool.  Bing  • iog  tra  la  la  1 
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THE  BULL-DOO 


8.  fSftya  the  monkey  to  the  owl : 

■'Oh  I what'll  yoo  have  to  drink?” 
” why,  einoe  yoo  are  eo  very  kind, 
I’ll  take  a bottle  of  ink.” 

4.  Oh  I the  ball-dog  in  the  yard, 

And  the  tom-oat  on  the  roof, 

Are  practising  the  Highland  Fling, 
And  ainging  opera  booffe. 


6.  Bays  the  tom-oat  to  the  dog, 

"Ob  ! set  yonr  ears  agog, 

For  Jale'a  about  to  t4te-At4te 
With  Borneo,  incog." 

(.  Saye  the  bull-dog  to  the  cat 

"Oh ! what  do  you  think  they  re  at  f 
They're  spooning  in  the  dead  of  ni^t, 
But  where's  the  harm  in  that?” 


7.  Pharaoh's  daughter  on  the  bank, 

Little  Moses  in  the  pool. 

She  fished  him  out  with  a telegraph  pole 
And  sent  him  off  to  sobool. 


GOOD -NIGHT. 


Bottenttto. 


S.  Farewell,  ladies  ; farewell,  ladies  ; I 

farewell,  ladies ; we're  going  to  leave  you  now, 
Merrily,  etc.  [ 


3.  Bweet  dreams,  ladies ; 
Sweet  dreams,  ladies ; 
Merrily,  etc. 


sweet  dreams,  ladies ; 
we’re  going  to  leave  you  now, 


1 (Hoond.) 


MERRILY,  MERRILY. 
2 


Mer-ri  - ly,  mer-ri-ly  greet  themora;  Cheer-i  • ly,  oheer-i  - ly  Bound  the  horn. 

^ ^ 


Harkl  to  the  eo-hoes  bear  them  play.  O'er  hill  and  date,  far,  far,  a -way. 


12 


SOLOMON  LEVI. 
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SOLOMON  LLVI. 


ciioRua. 


8.  The  people  are  delighted  to  come  ineide  of  my  etore, 

And  trade  with  the  elegant  gentleman  what  I keeps  to  walk  the  Soor. 
He  is  a blood  among  the  Sheenies,  beloved  by  one  and  all, 

And  hie  clothes  they  fit  him  just  like  the  paper  on  the  wall. — Chonu. 
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SOLOMOH  Lbvi.” 


PORK.  BEANS,  AND  HARD-TACK; 

A REBELLION  SONG. 

1.  Oar  volanteers  are  soldiere  bold,  bo  say  the  people  all, 

Whea  duty  calls  they  sprincto  arras,  respoDSive  to  the  cull, 

^Vith  outfits  old  and  rotten  clothes  ill-fitted  for  the  strife, 

They  leave  their  home  on  starving  pay  to  take  the  nitehies'  life. 

Ca<»tue. 

Pork,  beans  and  hard-taok,  tra  la  la  la,  etc., 

Poor  hungry  soldier,  tra  la  la.  etc. 

In  rags  we  inarch  the  prairie,  moat  eager  for  the  fray, 

But  wheu  we  near  the  enemy,  they  always  run  away. 

As  Corporation  labourers  with  fat-i-guo  each  day. 

We  dig  and  scrape  and  hoe  and  rake  for  fifty  cents  a day. 

2.  Faint,  cold  and  weary,  we're  packed  on  an  open  car, 

Cnrsing  our  fate  and  grumbling  as  soldiers  ever  are, 

Hungry  end  thirsty,  over  the  C.P.R.  we  go 

Instead  of  by  the  all-rail  route-  Detroit  and  Chicago. — Chorus. 

8.  On  half  cooked  beans  anti  fat  pork  we're  fed  without  relief, 

Rave  when  we  get  a change  of  grub  on  hard-tack  and  corn  beef. 

On  fat-i-gue  and  guards  all  day,  patrole  and  pickets  by  night, 

It's  thus  we  while  our  time  away,  our  duty  seems  ne’er  to  fight. 

4.  Down  the  wild  Saskatchewan  in  river  boats  we  go, 

At  last  we  reach  Lake  Winnipeg  and  are  taken  by  a tug  in  tow. 

On  board  a barge  two  regiments  are  shoved  into  the  hold. 

Like  sardines  in  a box  we're  packed,  six  hundred  men  all  told. 

6.  Down  the  length  of  Winnipeg  Lake  we  roll  throughout  the  night, 

And  on  we're  towed  along  the  Lake  till  Selkirk  is  in  sight, 

We  disembark  in  double  gniok  time,  we  once  more  board  a train. 

We’re  on  our  way  for  Winnipeg,  we’re  getting  near  home  again. 

6.  The  ladies  of  our  city  are  noble  domes  you  know. 

And  helped  us  in  our  woeful  plight  when  grub  was  very  low. 

We  cannot  thank  them  as  we  ongbt  for  every  kindness  done, 

Bnt  we  say  it  from  our  inmost  sonls  their  goodness  our  hearts  has  won. 


PEGGY  MURPHY. 
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PEGGY  MURPHY. 


2.  R»i-,moath  it  was  like  a — och  ! sure  I can’t  t«li, 

But  whene'er  she  spoke  throngh  it  a sound  like  a bell 
Went  a ringin’  and  dingin'  straight  into  my  soul, — 

Sore  a ewate  little  mouth  was  that  same  little  bole. 

S.  Her  skin  it  was  whiter  than  newly-laid  milk. 

And  softer  by  far  than  the  softest  of  silk; 

Her  complexion  indade  was  so  clear  and  so  fair 
You  could  see  through  her  face  all  the  roots  of  her  hail. 

4.  Her  lips  an’  her  cheeks  had  an  exquisite  tint, 

So  rich  and  so  rare,  by  the  angels  'twas  lint ; 

Arrab  ! naught  could  compare  with  her  blushes  so  red, 
When  she  walked  in  the  garden  the  roses  dropped  dead. 

5.  Her  hair  was  so  fine  that  it  couldn't  be  felt. 

Ad'  so  much  like  the  sunehine  you'd  think  it  would  melt; 
Oh  I it  glistened  an'  dazzled,  I’m  tellin’  no  lies, 

That  to  take  a look  at  it  you’d  shut  both  your  eyes. 

6.  Her  neck  an'  each  shoulder,  each  arm  an'  each  hand, 
Made  her  fit  for  a fairy  queen  boldin'  a wand  ; 

Arrah  ! she  was  so  deservin'  of  fairy-like  things, 

I’m  not  sure  but  I think  she  had  nice  little  wings. 

7.  Her  teeth  were  like  pearls  strung  out  in  two  rows. 
Between  lusoious  cherries  righi  under  her  nose ; 

They  formed  a nate  fence  round  oooh  nice  private  grounds. 
Where  a sharp  teasing  tongue  never  stayed  within  bounds. 

8.  Her  breath  was  as  pure  as  a babe's  or  a dove’s. 

That  milky-like  breath  that  a spoony  man  loves 
'Twaa  the  clarified  essence  of  nectar  an’  dew. 

An'  sugar  an'  honey  made  into  a stew. 

9.  For  a word  or  a smile  from  my  paragon  Peg 
I’d  out  off  my  head,  or  I’d  saw  off  my  leg; 

And  as  for  a kiss  from  hor  lips  frssh  and  swate, 

’Twould  so  fill  me  with  joy  as  to  intoxicate. 

10.  I cooed  an’  I wooed  her  a year  an'  a day. 

An’  I asked  her  to  marry  me  quick  straight  away. 

Oh  i she  ianghed  in  my  face  sayin’,  '•  Larry,  mo  boy, 

I’m  engaged  to  be  married  to  Mickey  MoGoy  1” 

11.  Then  I threw  myself  under  a willowy  tree, 

An’  I blubbered  an'  bawled  till  I scarcely  could  see. 

Why  didn’t  I ask  when  I first  crossed  her  door 
If  she’d  e’er  been  engaged  or  married  before  ? 


VIVE  LA  COMPAGNIE. 


7B 


Solo. 

CHORUS. 

— II  ^ ^ r 

I ^ 

And  pledge  A1  - raa  Ma  - ter  with 

1 

* J 

ine  - ty  limes  nine. 

’■  j ^ r 

" U U V 1 

V 1 - ve  la  com  • pag  - n 

ie ! 

^ It 

U U U ^ ' 

Vi  - ve  le,  vi  - ve  le. 


8.  Here's  to  the  Senators,  all  in  a row, 

Bnt  what  they  are  good  for  I really  don't  know. 

8.  The  Professors  come  next,  and  they're  not  a bad  lot, 

There  are  some  that  are  good,  and  there  are  some  that  are  not. 

4.  Here's  to  the  Ladies — they  do  as  they  please, 

Take  our  places  in  street-cars  and  class-lists  with  ease. 

5.  Here’s  to  the  Freshman,  of  brazen  fifteen. 

In  his  cap  and  bis  gown  day  and  night  be  is  seen. 

6.  Here’s  to  the  Bedel,  wh,o  carries  the  mace, 

As  he  walks  np  the  aisle  he’s  the  model  of  grace. 

7.  Here's  to.onrselves— we're  the  best  of  the  crowd,- 
We're  too  modest  to  mention  our  praises  ont  load. 

8-  Here's  to  the  fellow  who  sings  ont  of  tune, 

We’ll  choke  him  right  off,  for  he  can't  die  too  soon. 

9.  Here’s  to  Exams.,  but  we've  drained  the  last  drop, 

So  I think  it  is  time  for  this  ditty  to  stop. 
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THE  PUSHFUL  POLLYWOG 


Words  by  JOHN  D SPENOB,  '89 


Muao  by  JAMES  BDMimD  JONES,  ^88. 


1.  In  the 

2.  It  may 

3.  As  he 

4.  Had  you 

-M 

lim-ness  of  the  ag  - es  when  the 
seem  a lit  - tie  fish  - y,  but  phi 

swam  one  sum-mer  morn-ing,  close  be  • 
met  liim  some-what  lat  - er,  you’d  have 

^ 

Var  - si  - ty  was  young, 
lo-so-pbers  re -late 
side  the  qui  - et  shore, 
strug-gled  to  es-cape, 

— fi  1 — 

— 

1 ^ 1 f 

jlJ  '<  i 

it** 

4 ^ ^ 

Air.  Groped  a spine-less  pol-ly  woff-gle  with  an  un-de-\’el-ope 


Air. 

V - A-  R-  S 


Groped  ^ spine-less  pol-ly  wop-gle  with  an  un-de-\’el-op6dlung'; 
The  tad-dy  soon  a fish  be-came,tho’ still  in--ver-te-bratej 
The  bank  looked  so  in-vit  •inp  that  he  ven-turedtoex-piore>; 
Tbr  real-Iy  he  pre-sent-ed  most  ques-tion-a-ble  shape; 


It  was  strug'.yle,  it  was  strive;  It  was 
'Mid  the  si  - lence  of  the  sea,  In  a 
So  be  flopped  and  wad-died  out,  Looked  with 
Sav  - age  joy,  to  us  de  - nied,‘  • Filled  the 


i'  [J  ^ ^ 


rail 


m 


[?  ^ j)  jij  j j’  j>  "'TW 

hard  to  k^p  a- live;  But  he  kept  on  ev  - ol  - ut -mg*  and  this  lit-tle  song' he  sung, 
voicelesstnelo  - dy,  Still  he  g^r-gled,gnir-gled,  giir-gled  at  a tru-ly  tiresome  rate, 

in -ter-est  a-bout,Grewa  set  of  legs  to  car  - ry  him,  and  murmuredas  be-fore, 
creaturc’ahairy bide, As  he  chat* tered,chattered, chattered  in  the  semblance  of  ana 


79 


Directions:—  For  tlie  first  chorus  sinR-(jl7p)  Varsityj  fcr  secoad(p)  Varsity,  Varsity;  for  third(ff^) 
Varsity,  Varsity, Varsity(;'0C08C»)i  for  roiirth.compiete  chorus. 


6 Coining*  down  another  aeon,  you’ll  obsenre  a oiirious  tiling*: 
The  ape  has  lost  the  tail  by  which  of  yore  he  used  to  swing*; 
Cone  and  collai*,  hands  and  Jbet  — 

Lo,  the  Pi-eshman  all  complete! 

V'ith  a saw-mill  in  his  thorax  now  this  ditty  doth  he  sing*: 
Chorus:  — Varsity  I Varsity ! &o. 


6 The  world  is  very  evil,  and  I shouldnt  like  to  guess 

lb  what  a bad  ascendancy  tlie  Presliman  might  progress; 
He  might  evolve  a brain; 

A degree  he  miglit  obtain; 

But  though  he  were  a Senator,  he’d  warble  none  the  less: 
Chorus  as  before,  but  adding  the  shout.* 
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HONOUR  OLD  'VARSITY. 


2.  Wide  now  are  scattered  thy  eons  and  thy  daughters, — 
Oft,  when  begin  the  long  shadows  to  fall, 

'On  Qs,  in  fioods,  like  the  swift,  mshing  waters, 

Crowd  recollections  of  hours  past  recall. 

Days  fall  of  pleasure  without  stint  or  measare, — 

Days  when  the  boars  were  like  birds  on  the  wing,* 
These  were  oar  blessing,  when,  ardor  possessuig, 
Dwelt  we  at  ’Varsity,  whose  pr'^ise  now  we  sing. 

V,  Minstrel,  awaken  the  harp  from  its  slomben, 

Joyfolly  strike  for  the  old  'Varsity  ! 

High  and  heroic,  in  soal  stirring  nnmbers. 

Dear  Alma  Mater,  we  strike  it  for  thee. 

Beedless  of  others,  maidens  and  brothers, 

8tiok  to  yoar  colors  with  hearts  brave  and  frev, 

Aid  freely  lend  her,  and  etootly  defend  her, 

Bonour  old  'Varsity,  dear  'Varsity. 
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THE  THREE  CROWS. 


Bil-fy  Magee  Magar  1 And  they  all  flapped  their  wmgs  and  orit^d  Billy  Magee  Magar! 


Bil-fy  Miigce  Magarl  And  they  all  flapped  their  wtngB  and  cried  Billy  Magee  Magarl 

> N.  I ^ S f»  N 1^ 


8.  “ There  lies  a horae  on  vendor  plain,"  1 . , 

Chonu.~Q  Billy  Magee  Magar  I f 
'*  There  lies  a horse  on  yonder  plain, 

Who’s  by  some  oro«l  batcher  slain.” — Charut 


4.  " We’ll  perch  onrseives  cn  his  backbone,"  | .f.  , 
Cftorus.— 0 Billy  Magee  Magarl  /' 

" We’li  perch  ourselves-cMhiB  haokbone, 

“ And  pick  his  eyes  oat  one  by  one." — Chorus. 


6.  “ The  meat  we'll  eat  before  it’s  stale.")  ,j.  , 

Ckortii.  -0  Billy  Magee  W&8rt  I I 
” The  meat  we'll  eat  before  it’s  stale. 

'■  Till  Doaoht  remains  bnt  bones  and  tail." — ChoTvr 

• linitat«  Crewe* 
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peace  pro  - - locnd.  Till  mom  • - ing’e  light, 


MEERSCHAUM  PIPE. 


MEERSCHAUM  PIPf}. 

meersohaum  pipe  when  T,  when  I atn  far 


a - way 
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2.  Oh,  who  will  wear  my  caat-off  boots? 
Allie  Bazan  ! Johnnie  Moran  I 


8.  Oh,  who  will  hoist  my  green  nmbreU  7 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  MoCann  1 

4.  Oh,  who  will  go  to  see  my  girl  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann, 
Kazeoazan  t 

5.  Oh,  who  will  take  her  ont  to  ride? 

^lie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  MoCann, 
£azecazan.  Yncatanl 

^opeal  ihis  strain  once  for  second  sUnra,  twice  for  third,  etc. 


6.  Oh,  who  will  squeeze  her  snow-white  band? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann, 
Kazecazan,  Yncatan,  Kalamazoo  1 

7.  Oh,  who  will  trot  her  on  his  knee  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann. 
TTft , Yncatan,  Kalamazoo,  Michigan ) 

6.  Oh,  who  will  kiss  ner  mby  lips  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann, 
Kazecazan,  Yucatan,  Kalamazoo,  Michigan, 
BAD  MAN 1 1 1 

f For  lest  sSentaonlr. 


REGIMENTAL  SONG  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  OWN  RIFLES. 


REOIMENTAIj  SONO  of  the  QUEEN’S  OWN  RIFLBB. 


ThousiK  with  thirst  OHr  lips  be 
loHQ.  Thniigh  with  thirat  onr  lips  be 
gown;  Wh  nro  -sure  of  good  qaarterBAnd 
^ P P 

-g-a-. 


parching.  We're  prep.-i ml  1 are w© not?  Qtieeit'a  Own. 
parching,  We  will  march.  wMI  we  not?  Qit^v-n's  Own. 
ra-tions.  Till thonextfiimollic'y  need  the  0»ir  . n'B  Own 


DULCE  DOMUM. 


(Wlecheater  College).  iTtb  Century 


3.  Musa  I libros  mitte,  fessa ; 

Mitte  peQsa  dura ; 

Mitte  negotium; 

Jam  datur  olium : 

Me  mea  mittito  cura. 

Chorus. — Domum,  Oomom,  dlio. 

4.  Bidet  asnus,  prata  rident: 
Nosque  rideamus. 

Jam  repetit  Domum 
Daultas  advena : 

Noaque  Domum  repetamna. 

Chorus. — Domum.  Domum.  ^ 


6.  Heu ! Rogere  i fer  caballos : 

Bjal  nonoeamua; 

Limen  amabile. 

Matris  et  osoula, 

Buaviter  et  repetamus. 

Chorus. — Domum,  DomuiP,  &o. 

6.  Conoinamus  ad  Penates; 

Vox  et  sudiatur: 

Phosphove ! quid  jubar, 

Segnius  emioans, 

Qandiix  nostra  moratur? 

Chorus. — Domum,  Domum,  Ao. 


IT  FOLLOWED 
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Allegro. 


could  - n’t  help  but  fbl  - low  her,  ’Cause  Ma  - ry  held  the  string"! 

^ j£r.  - ^ 


oould  - n’t  help  but  fol  - low  her,  ’Cause  Ma  . ry  held  the  string"! 


Improvised  local  skits  can  be  set  to  the  above; 

Dean—  is  a busy  man,  a busy  man,  etc. 

He  dabbles  in  psychiatry, 

He  plays  the  fiddle  too, 

Youd  laugh  to  hear  him  craokinp  nutsj 
Look  out,  he  may  get  you. 

Taken  by  permission  of  Lorenia  Publishing"  Co.  from  In  Lighter  Vien. 
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TO  THE  NOBTH  TO  THE  LAND  OF  PINE 


Words  by  M.O.  KLOTZ. 


Music  by  JAMBS  EDMUND  JONES,  ’89. 


1.  Hur  - rah  for  the  North  with  its  hilla  of  pine  Audits  lakes  with  fir  - fringed 

2.  Who  cares  for  the  bi  -ting-  blasts  that  blow  From  the  pole,  with  their  snow  and 

3.  Or.when  soft-ly  sighs  the  sum-mer  breeze  And  all  na  - ture  laughs  with 

4.  So  give  me  my  pad-dle  and  birch  ca.noe,  Cut  me  loose  ftom  DameQrun-dyh de- 


r r F J I I- 
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MARCHING  SONG. 


Tune—  Heigho.  beigho.’ 

1.  Come  liateD  to  oar  heartv  song, 
Heigbo,  beigho,  beigho,  heigbo, 
We’ll  siog  it  a,3  we  march  along, 
Heigbo,  beigho,  heigbo. 

Chobcs. 

^ jig  j*g  away  we  go, 
Heigbo,  beigho,  beigho,  beigho. 
Itig  & jig  >ind  away  we  go. 
Heigbo,  beigho.  beigho. 

3.  Oh  I we're  the  boys  of  'Varsity,' 
We’re  oat  to-night  upon  n spree. 


Word*  by  J.  J.  PERQUSOf^ 
4.  We  keep  the  eidewalk  two  and  two. 

Nor  tom  we  out  for  all  the  “blue,  - 

8.  We  hustle  them  gently  out  of  the  way, 
And  still  we  sing  oar  festive  lay. 

6.  They  make  the  hearts  of  sinners  qcake, 
And  do  their  duty  when  awake. 

7.  We  know  right  well  it's  very  wrong 
To  keap  the  cops  awake  so  long. 


3.  We  do  our  best  quite  willingly, 

To  make  Rome  howl  with  melody. 


8 Good  night  1 next  week  we'll  coma  again, 
We  must  inspect  them  now  ana  then. 


Note.— As  the  soloist  roacbas  the  oHmnx  of  the  swell  in  the  lastmeaaure.tbechorue.ditninieoxic-tnff.tum  on  thoir  heals 
and  sonttar  in  all  direotione,  thus  ilhiatrating  the  pocuiiar  die-atoay  dissipation  of  sound  oharaoterlstlo  of  tbe  bag-ihpea 
Meanwhile  tho  soloist,  holding  his  note,  etauas  facing  tbe  audlenoe,  and  puts  a&  added  volome  of  twang  into  bis  finish,  as 
though  ho  had,  with  an  oSort,  squeezed  bis  bag  fiat. 
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UP  AND  ON, 


By  permiBsion  from  “All’s  Well” 
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GAUDEAMUS  IGITUR. 


K u 1#  1 r u p r 

(jHU  - lie  - a - mas  i - gi  - tor,  Jc 

L U - bi  saiit,  qai  an  - to  nos,  In 

L-',  h’  ft- 1 j.j  i j 

• ve  • na 
mnn  - do 

3 dan 
fa 

1 6 

- m 

- re 

)8 ; 

? 

d j 1 ^ [ . 

8.  'Vita  nostra  brevia  eat 
Brvvi  finietar, 

Venit  mors  velooiter, 
Rapit  nos  atrooiter, 
Nemioi  parcetnr. 

4.  Vivat  academia, 

Vivant  profeseores, 

Yivat  membrom  qoo^bet, 
Vivant  membra  qoslibet 
Semper  eint  in  flore. 

6.  Vivant  omnea  virgines 
Faoiles,  formoss  I 
Vivant  et  mulieres, 

Teners  °/mabiIe8, 

BodSB,  laborioese. 


6.  Qnia  conflazna  hodie 

Aoademicorum  ? 

E longinqaoconvenemok 
Protinusque  aucceeaeront 
In  commnne  forom. 

7.  Aima  mater  floreat, 

Qum  noa  educavit, 
Caros  et  com  militones, 
Dissitae  in  regiones 
SparsoB,  congregavik. 

8.  Vivat  et  repnblica 

£t  qiii  iliam  rogit,  . 
Vivat  noBtra  civitaa, 
Mtecenatom  caritas. 

Quss  noa  hio  prolegit. 


9.  Pereat  tristitia 
Pereant  osorea, 
Pereat  diaboins, 
Quivis  antibnrecbiOB, 
Atqae  irriaoras. 
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THE  MERMAID. 


blow, While 

I may  blow, 


^ I'  > I, 

poor  sai  - lors  go  skip-piiig  to  the  tops.  And 


land  • lubbers  lie  down  he  • low,  be  - low,  be-low,  And  the  land  - lubbers  lie  down  be  - low. 


6.  Then  up  spake  the  cook  of  our  gallant  ship, 

And  a fat  old  cook  was  he ; 

•'  I care  much  more  for  my  kettles  and  my  pots, 
Than  1 do  for  the  depths  of  the  sea." — Choru$. 

4.  Then  ont  spake  the  boy  of  oar  gallant  ship, 

And  a well-spoken,  laddie  was  be  ; 

‘ I't6  a father  and  mother  m Boston  city, 

Bat  to-night  they  childless  will  be.”~  Chonm. 


5.  “ Ob,  the  moon  shines  brighhand  the  stars  give  light; 

Oh,  my  mammy  she'll  he  looking  for  me ; 

She  may  look,  she  may  weep,  she  may  look  to  tbs  deep, 
She  may  look  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea."— OAorua. 

6.  Then  thre  • times  aroand  went  oor  gallant  ship, 

And  three  times  aroand  went  she, 

Then  three  times  aroand  went  our  gallant  ship, 

And  the  sank  to  the  depths  of  the  sea.” — Cnorutf 


OLD  BLACK  JOE. 


9 4 


CnOItUS>  AUparf  in 


^ JO®  and  tny  compaoions  were  settiDt;  four  and  five, 
taking  of  them  np  again, we  took  the  hare  alive  ; 

We  Mpped  her  into  a bag,  my  boys,  and  thro’  the  wood  did  steer, — 
For  'tis  my  delight  of  a shiny  night,  in  tlie  season  of  the  year  1 
4.  I threw  her  on  my  shonlders,  and  wandered  through  the  town, 

We  took  her  to  a neighbor’s  honse,  and  sold  her  for  a crown  i 
We  sold  her  for  a crown,  my  boys,  bat  I didn't  tell  yon  where,— 
For  'tia  my  delight  of  a shiny  night,  in  the  eeaeon  of  the  year  I 
6.  Snooess  to  every  gentleman  who  lives  in  Linoolnshire, 

Sn^sa  to  every  poaoher  that  wants  to  sell  a hare ; 

Bad  luok  to  every  gamekeeper  that  will  not  sell  his  deer, — 

For  'tis  my  delight  of  a shmy  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  1 


UPIDEE. 


y>]e  Vervku 


9 6 


j 


i 


2 O'er  his  high  forehead  corl'd  copioos  hair, 

He'd  a Roman  nose  and  oomplexioo  fair. 

He’d  a light  blae  eye  and  an  anbom  lash, 

And  he  ever  kep'  a ehuatin'  throagh  bis  monstacbo. — C^io- 

3.  He  saw  throngh  the  windows  as  he  kept  gettin'  npper, 
A number  of  families  siltin'  at  supper ; 

Bat  he  eyed  those  slippery  rocks  very  keen, 

And  ded  as  he  cried,  and  oried  while  a^fleem' : 

4.  "0  take  care  yon,"  said  t^e  old  man,  “ stop  I 
It's  blowin'  gales  up  there  on  top ; 

Yon'll  tnmble  off  on  the  other  side  I" 

But  the  hurryin’  stranger  still  replied : 

b.  “O  don’t  go  up  such  a shockin'  bad  night ; 

Come  sleep  on  my  lap,"  said  a maiden  bright. 

On  his  Homan  nose  a !ear>drop  come, 

6at  still  be  remarked,  as  he  upward  dumb: 


6.  "Look  out  for  the  branch  of  the  sycamore  tree  I 

Dodge  rollin’  stones  if  any  you  see  !" 

Bayin’  which  the  farmer  went  to  bed, 

But  the  singular  voice  replied  overbad: 

7.  About  a quarter  past  six  tne  next  forenoon, 

. A man  accidentally  goin'  up  soon, 

Heard  spoken  above  him,  as  much  as  twice, 
Those  very  same  words  in  a very  weak  voioev 

8.  Not  far,  7 believe,  from  a quarter  of  seven, 

He  was  slow  gettin'  up,  the  road  bein'  uneven, 
He  found,  buried  up  in  the  snow  and  ice, 

The  boy  and  his  ffa^  with  the  strange  device  ' 

9.  He’s  dead,  defunct,  without  u doubt. 

The  lamp  of  bis  life  has  entirely  gone  out; 

On  the  drear  hill-side  the  youth  was  a-layin’ 
And  there  was  no  more  use  forhimtobea-sayin': 


TRADUCTION  DE 


Dieu  prot^g«  le  Roi. 

En  lui  nous  avons  foi, 

Vive  le  Roi. 

Qu’il  0oit  victorieux 
Bt  que  son  neuple  heureux 
Le  cotnble  ae  see  voeux. 
Vive  le  Roi. 


"GOD  SAVE  THE  KING” 

Vtnhn  ftancahe  par 

Btnjamln  Suite.  OUausi,  Onl. 

Qu'il  rtgne  de  longs  jours. 

Que  son  nom  soit  toujours. 

Notre  secours. 

Protecteur  de  la  loi, 

Et  d^fenseur  des  droits, 

Notre  espoir  eat  en  toi, 

Vive  le  Roi. 


VIVE  LA  CANADIENNE. 


AHeQro, 


3.  Naas  faieoDS  bonne obdre, 

Vole,  mon  ccear,  vole, 

Nods  faieons  bonne  ohire. 

Lt  roos  avons  bon  goAt.  (frt’.) 

C/ioru*— Yive  la  Canadienue,  etc. 

4.  On  danee  aveo  bob  blondes, 

Volo,  tnon  ccour,  vole, 

On  danse  aveo  nos  blondes, 

Nous  ohangeons  tour  & tour,  (ter.) 
C/toras— Vivo  la  Canadienue,  eto. 


3.  Alore  tonte  la  terre, 

Vole,  mon  ooear,  volo, 

Alors  toute  la  terre. 

Nous  appartient  eu  tout,  (trr.) 

Chorus — Vive  la  Cacadieune,  e^a 

6.  Ainsi  le  temps  se  passe,  , 

Vole,  mon  coeur,  vole. 

Ainsi  le  temps  se  passe, 

11  est  vraimeiit  bien  doax.  ((rr.) 
Choruf — Vivo  la  Canadienne,  eto. 
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UN  CANADIEN  ERRANT. 

Words  by  A.  oiRlN-LAJOIE  (NlcoUt  CoH.).  TrsnsUiedby  D.  MORTON  JONES,  'oi. 

— N-, 


1.  Un  Voa  • d « 

1.  Ad  ex  - lie 

3.  U‘i  jour,  tri»te 


dien 

r 

er  - 

1 

rout, 

u 

Dan  ■ 

> 

lone 

and 

sad, 

From  Can 

• a 

. da 

and 

et 

pen 

• «/. 

At  ■ 

$U 

ou 

herd 

pen  ' 

> sive 

mood, 

Beat • ed 

a 

stream 

be 

JhU, 


Par  - roi*  • rait 

By  fate,  in 

A a roit  - rout 

To  tbe  fast 


rn  pUn  • fdJif,  Drg  pa  - yg 

io  - rtiktn  Jauds,  Doom'd  ev  . er 
/tt  . . gi  , tif,  H a . rfrei 

flov  . mg  wave,  Thus,  weep  - jjig 


f »•  plea  • mill, . 

t<)  • reign  lande, 

/“  • pi  • tif.... 

llo-./  - iug  wave, 


. - --  - 

Jyoom  il  ev  - er  more  to  roam. 

ft  - (trg$  - ga  cr$  vioU  i 

ThiM,  weep  • ing  low,  lie  cried: 

^ J"  J'  J.  ^ J 


8.  " 8i  ta  vois  mon  pays, 

Moil  pay  I iiialheurenz, 
Ta.  din  & mes  nmin 
Que  jd  mo  eouvicns  d'eoz. 

4.  " 0 ionra  ni  pleinad'appM 
Voud  £teti  disparua, 

Dt  roaimtrie,  li^Iael 
tfe  ue  to  verrai  plus  1 

$,  '*  PIong4  dans  les  malhenrs, 
Loiudo  mes  chore  parents, 
•Ta  passe  dans  len  pleura 
D'  tafortuu4s  laomeuta," 

6.  “ Non  , main  on  cxpiranf, 

O muachcr  Cuimdu  I 
Hou  regard  UngutssanS 
Vera  loi  B3  portera," 


If  thou,  in  onward  course, 

Biiould'ht  SCO  jiiy  laud,  oh  then, 
Oo.  tell  my  ri  lcnds  tliut  I 
Miiidfu.  of  them  reniuia. 

4.  *' Oil  hours  BO  full  of  joy, 

r'led  w.tli  llio  years  long  o’er. 
And  tliee,  my  native  la  d, 

X shall  behold  uo  more. 

6.  '•  Plunged  in  the  depths  of  woe. 

No  friend  to  soullie  appears; 
The  moiiiontB  as  ihcv  |!iiee. 

Bring  only  sighs  and  tear*." 

5,  “ Wlieu  low  within  my  breast. 

Life  allick'riiigepailieliullbam, 
To  the'",  oh  CHimda, 

My  dying  ryo  shall  turn." 


EN  ROULANT  MA  BOULE. 


2.  Trois  beaax  oanekrds  e’en  Tont  baignaot, 
Eq  ronlant  ma  boota. 

Ii6  fils  du  roi  s'en  va  ohassanb, 

Roali,  roaiaut,  ma  boaie  roaliuit. — R^. 

8.  Le  file  da  rot  s'en  va  ohassant, 

£n  roulant  ma  boa>e, 

Aveo  son  grand  fusil  d’argent, 

Boali,  ronlant,  ma  boule  ronlant. — Rtf. 

4.  Aveo  son  grand  fosil  d'argent. 

En  ronlant  ma  boule, 

Visa  le  noir,  tua  le  blano, 

Bonli,  roulant,  ma  boule  ronlant. — Ref. 

6.  Visa  le  noir,  tua  le  blano. 

En  roulant  ma  bonle, 

O fils  du  roi,  tn  ee  m4chant( 

^oli,  roulant,  ma  bonlo  ronlant, — Ref. 

6.  0 fils  do  roi,  tu  es  m4obant  1 

En  ronlant  ma  boule, 

E'avoir  ta4  mon  canard  blano. 

Ronli,  roulant,  ma  boule  roulant. — Ref. 

7.  D’avoir  tub  mon  canard  blano, 

En  roulant  ma  bonle. 

Par  deseoua  I'ailc  il  perd  son  sang, 

Rouli,  roulant,  ina  boule  roulant. — Ref. 


8.  Par  deesons  Taile  il  perd  son  sang, 

En  ronlant  ma  Iranle, 

Par  les  yeuz  loi  sort'nt  des  diamants, 
Ronli,  roulant,  ma  bonle  ronlant. — Rtf. 

9.  Par  les  yenx  Ini  sort’d  dee  diamante, 

En  ronlant  ma  bonle, 

Et  par  le  beo  I’or  et  I’argent, 

Roui,  ronlant,  ma  bonle  ronlant. — Ref- 

10.  Et  par  ie  beo  I’or  et  I’argent, 

En  ronlant  ma  bonle; 

Tontee  ses  plom's  s'en  vont  an  vent 
Ronli,  ronlant,  ma  bonle  ronlant. — Ref. 

11.  Tontes  ses  plom’s  s'en  vont  an  vent, 

Ed  ronlant  ma  boule, 

Trois  dam's  s'en  vont  les  ramassant- 
Bonli,  ronlant,  ma  bonle  ronlant. — Ref, 

13.  Trois  dam’s  s'en  vont  les  ramassant, 

Ed  ronlant  ma  boule, 

O'eet  pour  en  faire  nn  lit  de  camp, 
Ronli,  ronlant,  ma  bonle  ronlant. — Ref. 

13  G’eat  poor  en  faire  un  lit  de  oamp, 

En  ronlant  ma  bonle, 

Pour  y conoher  tons  lee  paesants, 

Itonli,  roulant,  ma  boule  ronlant. — Ref- 
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8.  Lft  TriciM  se  paese, 

Ri  too  tra  la,  etc., 

La  Trinity  se  paese, 

Malbrouck  ne  revient  pas,  bas. 

4L  Madame  b.  sa  toor  nwnte, 

Bi  too  ira  la.  eto., 

Madame  k ea  tour  monte, 

Si  baut  qu’eir  peut  monler,  1^  bas. 
Elle  aper^oit  son  page, 

Bi  too  tra  la,  etc. 

Elle  apervoit  eon  page 
Toat  de  noir  babilld,  li  bas. 


6.  “Beflu  page,  eh  1 mon  besn  page, 
. Quell' QOQvelle  apporbez?" 

7.  “.A  nx  nonvell’e  qne  j*opporte, 

Vos  b--aui  yeui  vont  plearer. 

0.  Qnittez  vos  habits  roses, 

Et  VOS  satins  broch^s. 

0.  Monsienr  Malbronck  eet  mord> 
Lst  mort  et  enierr4. 

10.  J'l’ni  7u  porter  en  torrc, 

Par  quatre-z-o£Bciers.” 


MALBROUCK. 


Trsnslatcd  by  John  D.  Spoucs,  '89. 
Malbrouck  to  the  war  is  riiVing, 
Bi-too-tra*la,  Bi-too-tra-Ia. 

Malbrouck  to  the  war  is  riding, 

In  martial  proud  array. 

Sirraih! 

Hooray,  hooray,  hooray! 

My  little  maid,  charming  and  cheery. 
Hooray,  hooray,  hooray! 

Come  let  us  <lance,  come  let  ua  play! 


His  anxious  wife  is  gazing 
Prom  turrets  high  and  grey,  ' 

She  sees  his  page  arrh-ing 
In  mournful  black  array. 

Oh,  tell  me,  page,  oh,  tell  me,  ' 
What  news  you  bring  me,  prayt 

The  tidings  that.  I bring  you 
Will  ehange  your  locks  to  grey, 


When  shall  he  come  a-riding, 
Ri-too-tra-la,  Ac. 

When  shall  he  come  a-riding, 
A-riding  back  this  wayf 

lie’ll  come  of  an  Easter  morning, 
Or  in  the  montli  of  May. 

The  month  of  May  is  over, 
Malbrouck  is  still  away. 


Put  off  yiiar  rich  apparel, 

And  all  your  garments  gay, 

Malbrouck  is  dead  and  buried, 
Is  dead  and  laid  away. 

Four  officers  have  borne  him 
To  rest  beneath  the  clay. 


SUB  MON  PBBE 


2.  Je  n’avais  r-icn.  a Jhire 
Qu/v/ne  fbmme  a clxercher 

3.  A pivsent  j *en  ai  wne 
Qui  me  fait  eni'age 

4.  EJlle  m’envoie  a Vmtvrage 
Sans  boire  et.sa/xis  mom^er 

6.  Quand  je  reviens  de  I’ouvrage 
Tout  mouille,  tout  glace 

6.  Je  demcvnde  d via  femme 
Si  j ‘ai  de  quoi  vianger 

7.  Va-tu  manger  du  diable, 

J’ai  viamge  des  pates 

8.  Lee  os  soat  sous  la  table 
Si  tu  veux  les  ronger. 


2.  Naught  el.se  to  do  in  life 
Than  seek  a charming  wife. 

3.  Now  have  I surely  had 

One  who  nigh  drives  me  mad. 

4.  Otf  to  my  work  sent 
Sans  food  and  aliment 

5.  And  then  when  home  I get 
Starved  quite  witli  cold  and  wet. 

6-  I ask  my  wife,  so  sweet. 

What  I may  have  to  eat. 

7.  “May  the  devil  that  surmise; 

I've  eaten  all  the  pies." 

8.  “Bones  are  beneath  the  table, 
Knaw  them.if  yoxi  are  able.” 
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La  gtoire  o'eet  one  cooroDoe 
Faite  de  roee  et  de  laarier, 

J'ai  eervi  V^noa  et  Bellone, 

Je  ania  4poaz  et  brigadier; 
Mala  je  poorsaia  oe  mSttere 
Qai  vera  Ohalohoe  Jason. 
Brigadier,  r^pondit  Pandore, 
Brigadier,  toos  avez  raison. 


4.  Pb^bos  an  bout  de  aa  carritee 
Pat  encore  lee  aporce?oir; 

Le  brigadier,  de  aa  voiz  fiire, 
B4veillait  lea  4cho8  do  aoir : 
Je  vois,  dit-il,  le  aoleil  goi  dore 
Ces  verta  cAteaoz,  i rhorison. 
Brigadier,  r^pondit  Pandore, 
Brigadier,  voas  avez  raiaon. 


5.  Paia  i)a  rdvirent  en  ailence ; 

On  n’entendit  plaa  qoo  le  paa 
Bes  cbevaox  marchant  en  chance, 
Le  brigadier  ne  pariait  paa; 
Maia  gaandparat  ia  p&le  aorore. 
On  entendit  on  vagae  son ; 
Brigadier,  r4pondit  Pandore,  1 
Brigadier,  voas  avez  raison.  ’ 


LE  BB{OA.Dn:B. 

Translated  by  W*.  Mavlennan,  in  MtGill  Uni- 
versity Song  Booa,  18S6. 


Two  men-at-arms  came  riding  slowly 
Adown  the  green  path,  smooth  and  clear; 
One  held  the  rank  of  sergeant  lowly, 

The  other  that  of  Brigadier. 

The  Brigadier  cried,  "Brave  Pandore, 

The  weather’s  fine — no  signs  of  rain.” 

Chorus — 

Pran,  pr-r-an,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan, 
Pran,  pr-r-an,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pau,  pan,  pan. 
Brigadier,"  laugUng  cried  Pandore, 
"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again." 

"Brigadier,”  laughing  tried  Pandore, 
"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.'’ 


"It  is  no  easy  matter  surely 
To  guard  the  peasant  in  his  cot. 

To  hold  the  cities  so  securely 
That  thieves  break  in  and  plunder  not; 
And  yet  the  wife  whom  1 adore 

In  safety  dwells  while  love  doth  reign.”' 
"Brigadier,”  smiling  said  Pandore, 
"Brigadier,  right  you  arc  again." 


"For  Glory's  wreath  of  fairest  flowers. 
With  rose  and  laurel  intertwined; 
For  Love  and  War,  immortal  powers, 

I Uve-T-and  cast  the  rest  behind. 
The  star  that  Jason  led  of  yore 
I chase  and  trust  the  prize  to  gain." 
"Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again.” 


"It  brings  bright  days  of  youth  before  me, 
That  past  now  gone  beyond  recall, 
When  Beauty  flung  her  fetters  o’er  me, 

I came  submissive  to  her  call. 

And  yet  the  heart  breaks  o’er  and  o’er, 
The  strongest  links  of  Cupid’s  chain." 
"Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
“Brigadier,  right  you  are  again." 


As  Phoebus  hid  his  glories  under 

The  golden  clouds  that  veil  the  West, 
Our  hero  with  hia  voice  of  thunder, 

Still  broke  the  evening's  quiet  rest. 
‘Tarewell,"  he  cried,  "on  distant  shore 
Your  light  will  gild  both  hill  aud  plaiu.” 
"Brigadier,”  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again." 


6 

He  ceased — and  now  their  horses'  tramping 
Fell  softly  on  the  yielding  ground, 

Aud  save  their  iron  bridles  champing. 

They  passed  along  and  made  no  sound. 

But  when  Aurora  smiled  once  more, 

One  still  might  hear  the  faint  refrain: 
"Brigadier,”  smiling  said  Pandore, 
"^igadier,  right  you  are  again.” 
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LE  DRAPEAU  DE  CARILLON. 


ooSi  o?  tlie“l'i.’"™  ‘°  • “ “’'  “•  '°™"  " ■'‘w™eii  t&re  to  jivo  lltSaioT  10  tb! 


to  5 


LE  DRAPEAU  DE  CARILLON. 


^ r/  I 

/ai  - blir, 


El 

When 


d^-JA 

cou  - rage  fails, 
Moi,  sane....  ta-poir. 
But  when  at  lait 


son....  cou-ra  ■ - gt 

ah  a-round 

quand..  ntajouTt  vonl  Jin 


. Cet  ilendard,  q\i'au  grand  jo^ir  da  baiailla. 
Noble  Afonlcalm,  fu  plofaa  dava  ma  main, 
Cet4U'idard  qn'aux  porfade  VergaiHes, 
Nngiulrf,  hS'aal  je  diptoyaia  en  toiti, 

Je  /e  remtts  anse  champ*  oil  de  la  glotre 
Virra  toujour*  I'intmortel  aout'tnir, 

El  dans  nia  tombs  emportanl  la  memoirs. 
Pour  f’ton  drapsauje'  vims  id  mounr. 


Qu’ils  sotU  keureux  eeux  qui  dans  la  mil6s 
Pris  de  L€\M  monmrml  en  soldats  / 

En  eaTMmnf,  hur&ms  consoles, 

Voyait  la  glotre  adoucir  Unr  Irtpaa, 

Vous  qui  dormtz  dam  voire  froids  lA4rt, 
Vous  qnefimphre  A mon  dernier  sovpir, 
RirdUez-vous  / Appm-tant  nta  banniirs, 
SuT  T oa  tombsnux.js  vitns  id  mourir. 
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ALOUETTE. 


CB0BU8. 


i,  Alonette.genttile  Aloaette.  Aloaettejete  plomerai. 
Je  te  plomerai  le  beo,  je  te  plumerai  le  beo, 

Et  le  bM,  et  le  beo,  et  la  t4te.  et  la  lete.— 0.  Ac. 

9.  Alooette.gentille  Aloaette,  Aloaette,  je  to  plomerai, 
Je  te  plomerai  lenez,  je  te  plumerai  le  nez, 

Et  le  nee,  et  le  nez,  et  le  beo,  et  lebeo, 

Et  la  t6te,  et  la  Ute.— U,  &o. 

■.  Aloaette, gentiiie  Alooette,  Aloaette.  je  te  plomerai, 
Je  te  plomerai  le  doe,  je  te  plumerai  le  doe. 

Et  le  doe,  et  te  doe,  et  le  nez,  et  le  nez, 

Et  le  beo,  et  lebeo,  et  la  idle,  et  la  i6le.— 0.  Ac. 

* Repeat  tblBbar  once  forSn 


6.  Aloaette.  gentilie  Alooette,  Aloaette,  je  te  plomerai, 
Je  te  plumerai  les  pattes,  je  te  plUQjerai  lee  nattea, 
Et  les  pattes.  et  les  pattee,  et  le  dos,  et  le  doa, 

Et  le  i>ez,  et  le  nez,  et  le  bee,  et  le  beo, 

Et  la  t6te,  et  la  tfite.— O.  Ac. 

6.  Aloaette,  gentilie  Aloaette,  Aloaette,  je  te  plomerai, 
Je  te  pmmerai  le  oou.  je  te  plumerai  le  oon, 

Et  le  con,  et  le  coo.  et  lea  pattes,  et  lea  pattes, 
iit.  !e  dos,  et  la  dos,  et  le  nez,  et  le  nez, 

Et  le  beo.  et  le  beo.  et  la  tfite,  et  la  tSte.— 0.  Ao. 
vsrso,  twice  forSrd,  etc. 


Engllth  tffordt  by  Louit  E.  Etton 
Pretty  skylark,  winging,  singing  skylark 
Prett^  skylark,  I shall  pluck  thee  now. 

I begin  to  pluck  the  head,  etc. 

Now  tht  head,  pretty  skylark. 
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SAIL,  SAIL,  MY  BARK  CANOE. 


1.  Where  ibe  pine  ires  wtiv  • eih,  And  the  lake-let  8luo 

2.  When  the  soa  is  sink  • iji*{  'Neath  the  luf  - ty  pines, 


F.  E.  SEYMOUR,  '64. 

‘-Ov 


Kock  • y beaches 
We  of  dinner 


109 


SAIL,  SAIL,  MY  DARK  CANOE. 


t.  Id  the  mellow  ^loamiDg 
Biogs  our  dinner  bell ; 

Weary  with  our  roamiog, 

We  like  the  sound  full  well. 
And  when  we’ve  done  our  dioiog, 
In  kilmarnocks  bright 
Auund  the  fire  reoHning, 
epead  a jolly  night. 


4.  Or  shonlil  skiee  most  glorione, 
Tempt  onoe  more  to  stray. 
Moonbeams  dancing  o'er  us, 

Light  each  rock>bound  bay ; 
Maidens  fair,  with  eyes  of  light. 
Freight  our  shallops  frail ; 

And  far  beneath  the  Queen  of  High) 
We  merrily  sing  and  aaU. 


AULD  LANG  SYNE. 


-VioB  Pass  2t. 

Should  anid  acquaintance  be  forgot, 
And  never  brouglit  to  mm'  ? 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 
'And  days  o'  laug  synp.? 

We  twa  ba’e  run  aboot  the  braee, 

And  pu'd  the  gowaus  fine  ; 
fiat  we’ve  wandered  mony  a weary  foot, 
Sla'  auld  lang  syne. 


SUKNS. 

3.  We  twa  ha'e  paidl’t  I'  the  burn 

Free  mornin'  sun  till  dine ; 

Bnt  seas  between  us  braid  ha'aroared, 

Sin’  auld  lang  syne. 

4.  Then  here's  a hand,  my  trusty  friea', 

And  gie’s  a hand  o'  thine . 

And  we’ll  tak'  a oup  o’  kiDdnesayet 
For  aoJd  lacg  syne. 


Caonos, 

For  sold  lang  syne,  my  dear. 
For  auld  king  Bvne ; 

We’ll  tak'  a onp  o'  kindness  yet 
jpvr  a»i<t  laug  syne. 
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BONNIE  BOON. 


Wsrda  by  BURNS,  1791.  Tun«.— “ Lost >a  mv  Quiet ronsTn." 


THE  TARPAULIN  JACKET. 


JJoderato  etratitjuilln. 


Ill 


*HE  TARPAULIN  JACKET. 


2.  Htt«l  I tho  wines  of  a little  dovo. 

Far,  far  away  would  I tly. 

Straight  to  tha  iirma  of  tny  true  love, 
There  would  I lay  in  nud  die. 

CAoriis-  —Wrap  me  up,  Ac. 


4.  And  get  you  six  brandies  and  aodae, 

And  lay  them  alt  out  in  a row. 

And  get  you  six  jolly  u'ood  fellows, 

To  drink  to  this  bu/fer  below. 

Chorug.  Wrap  raa  up,  Ae. 


A Then  get  yon  two  little  white  tonibstonea. 
Pot  them  one  at  my  head  and  my  toe. 
And  gel  you  a pen-kinfe  and  scratoh  there 
Here  lies  a poor  bufftir  below,” 

Vhoriu. — Wrap  me  up.  Ac. 


fl.  And  then  in  the  calm  of  the  twilight, 
When  ilia  soft  winds  whispering  blow 
And  the  darkening  shadows  are  falling. 
Sometimes  think  of  this  buffer  below. 

CAonw.— Wrap  mo  up.  A» 
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A-ROVING. 


^trjreiit).  infsoLO  CHORUS  80LO 


ril  fiu  no  more  a rov  - - ing  With  yoa,  fair  maid  I 


8.  My  Nancy  Dawson  she  lived  there, 
M-irk  well  whut  I do  say  : 

Bhe  WH3  a lass  surpassing  fair, 

BheM  bright  bluo  eyes  and  golden  hair; 
And  I'll  lio  no  more  a- roving 
With  you,  fair  m lid. 

CViim/*,— A-roving,  <fi'o, 

X I met  her  first,  when  home  from  sea, 
Mark  well  wiinti  do  say  ; 

Home  from  the  coast  of  Africkee, 

Wi  h pockets  lined  with  good  monie; 
And  ril  go  no  more  a-roving 
With  you,  fatr  maid. 

Churut, — A-roving,  Ac. 


4.  Oh  ! didn’t  I tell  her  siorias  true. 

Mark  well  whal  I do  say; 

And  didn't  I tell  her  whoppers  tool 
OP  the  cold  we  found  in  Timbuctoo; 

And  I'll  go  no  more  a-roving 
With  you,  fair  maid 

a oruf. — A-roving,  <£o. 

C.  Hilt  when  we'd  spent  my  blooming  “screw,'' 
Mark  well  what  I do  any; 

And  the  whole  of  the  gold  from  Timhll3t.jc, 
Bhe  cut  her  stick  end  vanished  too; 

And  TMI  go  no  more  a-roving 
With  you,  fair  maid, 

C/iorui-^-A-rovmg,  Ao. 
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TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND. 
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ROSALIE. 


lie  - tie  coit  - • prf, 
mand  for  m •/  own, 
friends  by  the  scores, 


And  1 tell  yoo  I'm  sonfetbing  to  see. 

The  band  of  ray  sweet  Ros  • - a - . He. 

Say  "CoTTi  - mtnt  fa  m mon  a ■ - mi" 
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ROSALIE. 


KINGDOM  COMING. 


iir 


CBOBV8. 


rJ?  ' f<  1 t-r  J — 1.^ — .. 

5e  mas  - - sa  ron.  ha,  ha  1 De 

^ 1 ]^:  — g— 3*-  IT  1 1 

iar  . keys  stay.  he 

I*- 

hoi  It 

— 

g — \ 1 

8.  De  darkeya  feel  ao  lunesoine,  libiog 
Id  de  log-booee  on  de  lawn, 

Dey  move  dar  tings  to  maesa's  parlor. 
For  to  keep  it  while  he's  gone. 

Dar’a  wine  an'  older  in  de  kitchen, 

An’  de  darkeys  dey'H  bab  some ; 

I ^oae  dey'll  all  be  oornfiecated 
When  de  Linkam  eojers  come. — Chorus. 


4 De  obereeer  be  make  ns  tronble. 

An'  he  dribe  ns  ronnd  a spell ; 

We  look  him  np  in  de  emoke-hooBe  cellar, 

Wid  de  key  trown  in  de  well. 

De  whip  is  lost,  de  hao'cnff  broken, 

Bat  de  massa'U  hah  bis  pay  ; 

He’s  ole  enoagb,  big  enongh,  oagbt  to  known  better, 
Dan  to  went  an’  ran  away.  - Chorus. 


THE  TWO  ROSES. 


Andanto.  mf 


WERNER. 
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CAMPING  SONG. 
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CAMPINQ  80NO. 


CHORUS,  mf 
Ist&Znd  Tsnobs. 


4.  Tben  we  lauooh  oor  light  bark  oc  the  silvery  lake. 
That  dimples  and  breaks  into  smiles  in  oar  wake ; 
While  we  sweeten  oar  toil  with  a tale  or  a song, 

Or  rest  while  the  winds  waft  as  bravely  along. 

Javivallera,  ikc. 

5.  At  ni^bt  when  the  deer  to  ilie  thicket  has  fled. 

And  the  scream  of  the  nighlbawk  is  beard  overhead, 
We  startle  with  laughter  the  wilderness  dim, 

Or  the  forests  resoand  with  oar  evening  hymn. 
Javivallera,  <£o. 

8.  Then  harrsib  fbr  the  north,  with  its  woodsanditaLiUil 
Harrab  for  its  rooks,  and  its  lakes,  and  its  rills  I 
And  long  may  its  forests  be  lovely  as  now, 

Dctoaohed  by  the  axe  and  unscathed  by  the  pin?/ 1 
Javivallera,  ^o. 
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THE  VICAR  OP  BRAY. 
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THE  VICAJR  OJb'  BKAY. 


1 King  m 

ay  rei 

•- 

n,  btill  111  be  the  Vicar  of  Brav,  Sir 

- 1 1 ii  ii 

1 \ 1 ^ -0 

To  ease  a nation's  grievance. 
With  this  nei?  wind  about  I 
And  swore  to  him  allegiance ; 
Old  principles  1 did  revoke, 

Set  coiiBoienoe  at  a distance ; 
Passive  obedience  was  a joke, 

A jest  was  uou-resistanoe. 

And  this  is  law,  Ac. 


And  modeiate  men  looked  big,  sir 
1 turned  a cat-in-a>pan  once  more. 
And  so  became  a Whig,  sir ; 

And  thus,  preferment  I procured, 
From  our  new  faith’s  defender, 
And  almost  everv  day  abjured 
The  Pope  and  the  Pretender. 

And  this  is  law,  Ac. 


4.  When  graoions  Anne  became  our  Queen, 
The  Ohorch  of  England's  glory, 
Another  face  of  things  was  seen. 

And  I beoame  a Tory  ; 

Occasional  Conformists  base, 

I damn'd  their  moderation, 

And  thought  the  Ghuroli  in  danger  was, 
By  such  prevarication. 

And  this  is  law,  Ac. 


6.  The  illustrious  house  of  Hanover, 
And  Protestant  succession, 

To  these  I do  allegiance  swear, 

While  they  can  keep  possession—* 
For  in  my  faith  and  loyalty 
I never  more  will  falter, 

And  George  my  lawful  King  shall  be, 
Until  the  times  do  alter. 

And  this  is  law,  Ao. 


THE  YOUNG  RECRUIT. 
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THB  YOUWO  RECBDIT. 
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THE  YOUNG  RECKUIT. 
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the  TOHNO  RECKDIT. 


MASSA'S  in  the  cold  ground. 


Pom  lento. 
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IfASSA'S  IN  THE  COLD  GROUND. 


l8T  A 2ia>  Yoicks. 
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A CAPITAL  SHIP.  • 
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cnonvB. 


A CAPITAL  SHIP. 


All  iiautioul  pride  we-Uid  aside, 

And  we  ran  the  vessel  ashore 
Oa  the  Onlliby  Isles,  where  the  Poopoo  emiles, 
And  thembbly  Ubdtms  roar. 

And  we  sat  on  the  edge  of  a sandy  ledge, 

And  shot  at  the  whistling  bee-ee-ee ; 

And  the  oinnamon  bats  wore  waterproof  hats 
As  they  dipped  in  the  shinv  sea  — CAorus. 


5.  On  Rugbng  bark,  from  morn  till  dark. 

We  dined  till  we  all  had  grown 
IJneommonly  shrank ; when  a Chinese  jank 
Game  up  from  the  Torriby  Zone. 

Sbe  was  ohabby  and  square,  bat  we  didn’t  mnoheai% 
So  we  oheerily  pat  to  sea-ee-ee ; 

And  we  left  all  the  crew  of  the  jank  to  chew 
On  the  bark  of  the  Bagbag  tree.— CAonu. 


DRINK  TO  ME  ONLY. 


US 


i 

i 


A CANADIAN  BOAT  SONG. 


THOMAS  MOORE. 


yo£  - cee  keep  tone  and  our  oars  keep  time. 
SB  not  a breath  the  bine  wave  to  carl 
»oe  M float  o - ver  thy  snr  - gee  eoon! 


dim,  "We'!! 

But  when  the  wind  blows  off  the  shore  Ob 
Saint^f  this  green  isle,  hear  oar  prayer 


4 04NADtAK  BOAT  SONO. 


STARS  TREMBLING  O'ER  US. 


D.  M.  MOLOCH. 


-A 


"r  r £;»  r !• 

bre*tbtiiotlthere‘6p««o..th®  8p«k  not.ab,  breathenotMhere'.peaoeonlh*  deep. 
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JOHNNY  SCHMOKER 


tnttnvuTM  nremnff,  an./or  txamp'e,  at '■  Ruh,  a <f>ib^a  Hub  ' M? ro/2  /A« 

areplactd  cm  \fpi«,„n<j  (heji,«,  and  only  tht  fuuenmovt  -at  '‘Vi7h..J  / 'M'  T*"*'- 

under  Ike  Irj},  ua  \fpif.yin;i  (ho  triangle  ; at  ^Bom  bon  bom"  mI 

the  trombone  ; and  #o  ««  to  tAe  /o,/,  akich  u imilatid  bu' ^kiJaL^h  ^ ” moimljorwurd  and  (tack,  cm  i/j,tayin,i 
« \f  playing  the  bagpipe.  *muaua  by  crocking  both  arms  and  elraing  with  them  aguhwt  the  eidtH. 


AUegreUo. 


V — w«#wuxij>  ouui 

loh  l^n  spielen,  ich  kann  spieli 
loll  kann  spiel  mein  klein  Triam 
Sn  Triang 

Filly  wil  y wmk,  dna  iat  mein  F 
fiab  a dob  a dab,  das  iat  main 


m!!”  willy  wink, 

Mein  Tio  knock  knock,  das  ist  Triangle, 


4.  Johnny  Schmoker  Johnny  Snhmoker. 
Ich  kann  epielen  ich  kann  apielen, 

«h  Jteaa  apiai  oiein  kJain*  Trombone 


131 


/0HNM7  8CHM0KEB. 


Bom  bom  bom,  dis  isc  mein  Tiojjauoaei 
Tie  knock  knock,  das  ist  Triangle, 

Pilly  wiliy  wink,  das  ist  mein  Pifie, 

Bub  a dab  a dab,  daa  let  mein  Drummel. 

Mein  Bub  a dub  a dub,  mein  Piiiy  wiliy  wink, 
Mein  Tio  knook  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bom, 
Das  ist  meiu  Trombone. 

6.  Johnny  Sobmoker,  Johnny  Scbmcker, 
lob  k.tnn  spieleti,  ioh  kann  spieieit, 
loh  kann  spiel  mein  kleiiie  Cymbal. 

Zoom  suoiu  zoom,  das  ist  mein  Cymbal, 

Bom  born  bom.  das  isE  mein  Trombone, 

Tio  knock  knook,  das  ist  Trianufle, 

Pilly  willy  wink,  dits  ist  mein  Fitie. 

Bnb  a dab  a dab.  das  ist  mein  Drummel. 

Mein  Kub  a dub  a dnb,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tio  kuook  knook.  mein  Bom  bom  bom, 
Moiii  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  ist  mein  Cymbal. 

6.  Johnny  Sobmoker,  Johnny  Sobmoker, 
lob  kann  epielea,  iob  kann  spielen, 
lob  kann  spiel  mem  kleine  Viol. 

Fal  lal  ial,  das  ist  mein  Viol, 

Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  ist  mein  Cymbal, 


Bom  bom  bom,  das  ist  mein  Trombone, 

Tio  knock  knook,  dae  ist  Triangle, 

Pilly  willy  wink,  das  iel  mein  Fifie, 

Bob  a dub  a dub,  das  ist  mein  Drummel. 

Mein  Bub  a dub  a dub.  mein  Piiiy  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tio  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bom, 
Mein  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  mein  Fal  lal  lul, 

Das  iet  mein  Viol. 

7.  Johnny  Scbmoker,  Johnny  Schmoker, 

Ich  kann  spieten.  ioh  kann  spielen, 

Ich  kaim  spiel  meiu  kleine  Toodle-Baob. 

Whack  whack  wbuck.  das  ist  mein  Toodle-Sacb, 
Fal  al  lal,  dae  iet  mein  Viol, 

Z'lom  zoom  zoom,  das  ist  mein  Cymbal, 

Bom  bom  bom,  das  ist  mein  Trombone, 

Tio  knook  knock,  das  ist  Triangle, 

Pilly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mein  Fifie, 

Bub  a dnb  a dnb,  das  let  mein  Drnmmel, 

Mein  Bnb  a dnb  a dub.  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tio  knock  knook,  mein  Bom  bom  bom. 
Mein  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  mein  Fal  lal. 

Mein  Wbaok  whaok  whaok, 

Das  ist  mein  Toodie-Sacb. 


SOLDIER'S  FAREWELL. 


A4tUJnta,  J=W. 

israaND  tskok. 


I.  How  oan  I bear 
3.  Ne’er  more  may  I 
S.  I think  of  thee 

P 

IST&dNoBass. 


to  leave  thee, 
be  - hold  thee, 
with  long  ° ing, 


One  part  - ing  kiss  I give  thee ; 

Or  to  this  heart  en  • fold  thee ; 

Think  tbon,  when  tears  are  tbrong-iog, 
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HERE'S  TO  THE  MAIDEN. 
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REVELRY  OF  THE  DYING. 

Ucg  rart”™  hll  PI'S”'  •"  oS  U.  comp.aloM.  H«  dip  at,; 


vlfr.— -‘Awa*  with  Mbiamcholt’* 


1 1 j"  ^ J 1 ^ ^ Ji  g 

f 1.  We  meet  'iieath  the  sound  - iiig  raf  - ter,  And  t 

he  w 

f-  1 

ills  .a  • ro 

f-  -f- 1 

and  are 

\ ' 1 1 

~F 

bare,  As  they  eliont  to  our  penis  of  Itiugli  - ter,  It  seems  that  the  dead  aie  there. 


3.  Kot  a Bigh  for  the  lot  that  darkles  ; 

Not  a tear  for  the  friends  that  sink  ; 
We'H  fall  ’midst  the  wme-cajp’s  sparkles, 
An  mate  as  the  wine  we  dnnk. 

So  stand  to  yoar  glasses,  steady  I 
'TU  this  that  respite  bsye ; 

One  cop  to  the  dead  already  : 

Hnrrah  t for  the  next  that  dies. 

8.  There's  a mist  on  the  glasB  oongealicg ; 
'Tie  the  hurrsoane'e  fiery  breath  ; 

And  that  does  the  warmth  of  feeling 
Torn  ioe  in  the  grasp  of  death. 

Ho!  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady  I 
For  a inoasent  the  vapoar  flies } 

A eop  to  the  dead  already  ; 

Horrah  I for  the  next  that  dies. 


4.  Who  dreads  to  the  dost  retiirnicgt 

Who  shrinks  from  tho  sabl»  saoiat 
' Where  the  high  and  haughty  yearning 
Of  the  soul  shall  sting  DO  more. 

Bo  I stand  to  your  glasses,  steady  I 
The  world  is  a world  of  lies ; 

A oup  to  the  dead  already ; 

Hurnvli  I for  tho  next  that  dies. 

5.  Cat  off  from  the  land  that  bore  as, 

Betrayed  by  tho  land  we  find, 

Where  the  brightest  have  gone  before  os, 
Aad  tlM  dollest  remain  tiehind. 

Stand  i stand  to  year  glasses,  steady  I 
'Tie  all  we  have  left  to  prixe ; 

A eop  to  the  dead  already, 

AtiJ  hornUt  I for  the  next  that  die*. 
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AWAY,  AWAY,  AWAY  I 

Word*  by  B.  MORTON  JONES  V*  Adapted  ft&m  DB  BBRIOT. 


AURA  LEE. 


PUKO. 
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AURA  LEE. 


13ft 


rSE  GWINB  BACK  TO  DIXIE. 
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rSfi  QWINE  BACK  TO  DIXIE. 


rtflm 

I---  , f ^ j 

tn 

1 p_-  p ^ ig 
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. gwine  where 

the 

or  • aoge  bloe 

some  grow ; 

For  I 

hear  thb  chi) 

- nren 

irz. 
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STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 


9.  Moon  of  the  aammer  night, 

Far  down  yon  western  Btoepa, 
Sink,  aink  in  BiWer  light; 

She  eteepa,  my  lady  sleeps. 

1.  Wind  of  the  summer  > ight, 

Where  vonder  woiidbine  creeps 
Fold,  fold  your  pinions  light ; 
She  sleopa,  my  lady  sleeps. 

4.  Dreams  of  the  anmmer  night, 
Tell  her  her  lower  keeps 
Watch,  while  in  slnmber  light 
She  sleeps,  ray  lady  sleeps. 


AUP  wiedersehn. 


PutNO.  VoiCKH 

'i  — h.*)i7  h*  ii 

— -j — 1 ,J  j- 

se  - ver.  On 

1 f * f *!  1 * Cl 

la-man  ear  no  soaiid  more  drear  In  this  wo 

r r „ , 1 

1 T 

Id’s  ooarse  there 

■— F — H — b l-l  U 

r r ' -j-  1 

If'*-  ' 'f 

p..,i  jv  ji  7y/ji|^ij 


Tr 

e • Tw  fell,  Th&n  ah  I fare-well. 


T=t 

fare  • well,  fare  - well. 


9.  Shoald  some  loved  friend  a flower  seed, 
A.  violet  or  rose-bad  pore. 

Of  this  be  sure, — 

Tho‘  in  thy  room  at  morn  it  bloom, 
'Twill  wither  ere  the  si|;bt  winds  blow, 
Yea ! that  I know. 


Shoald  Love's  Rlad  ravs  illume  thy  days, 
And  there  be  one  to  thre  more  (air 
Than  jewels  rare; 

She  oannot  stav  with  thee  alway. 

Bat  far  too  iiuiokly  you  must  part, 

With  aohtiig  heart. 


Fourth  vera  onlt/. 


4.  When  one  must  go  and  one  remain, 


and  one  remain,  When 


139 


AUP  WIEDEBSEHN. 
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A HOME  BY  THE  SEA. 


141 


A.  BOUE  BY  THE  BEA.. 


mm 

A borne, 

A home 

J_ 

k home  by  the  deep  be&ving 

1 1 .1"  . -3 — h- j- 

jz=r^^-  -fM 

roil 

r r ,.  ng= 

-U 

■ « —7± 

^=4= 

i *■ 

sea. 

A borne, 

A home,  i 

L borne  by  the  deep  heaTing  sea. 

i[  J ■f'  JJ  j'-H — -a 

r jUi..jiiTaaujm^ — = 

-S.  ^ 
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~ IP-^B 

— |i  — -H 

I'VE  LOST  MY  DOGGY. 


Con  dolore, 
Tskorb 


142 


SLEIGH-RIOBR’S  SERENADE. 


143 


BLElOH>BlD£n’B  SEBENABE. 


lot  ux  a-w»y,  away,  away,  O let  as  away,  away,  away,  Where  eilv’ry  mooDbeama  play. 


9.  A tboosand  eyes  from  oat  the  skies 
Will  give  us  greeting  kind ; 

With  diamonds  bright  to  reflect  their  light, 
Our  pathway  shall  be  lined. 

As  swift  as  the  course  of  a bird  in  air, 

Our  flight,  our  flight  shall  be ; 

Xhen  come  away,  my  lady  fair, 

4way,  away  with  me. 

OAorttt. — O let  as  away,  eto. 


3.  Night's  goddess  now  about  her  brow 
A misty  halo  wears ; 

A token  to  show  that  soon  the  snow 
Will  melt  in  rainy  tears. 

Ere  ever  the  oloude  shall  gather  there. 
Or  shining  hours  shall  flee, 

0 haste  away,  my  lady  fair, 

Away,  away  with  me. 

Chorva.~~0  let  us  away,  eta 


EULALIE. 


R.S.  TAYLPR. 


1.  Star  of  tSe  sum  • mer  eve,  Sink,  sink  to  rest  i 

9 Wind  of  the  sum  - mer  eve,  Waft,  waft  your  sighs  1 

3.  Bird  of  the  sum  - mer  eve,  Chant,  chant  your  song  1 


Sink  ere  the 
From  where  the 
While  through  the 
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LULLABY  OF  THE  IROQUOIS. 


1 


Woi-Js  by  E. PAULINE  JOHNSON.^ 


Musio  by  JAS.  EDMUND  JONES,  ’88. 


Moderato. 


■rfH 

•i. 
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r JJJJ  .u- 
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■'*  i 

r nfr 

If- 

f 

1.  Lit  - tie  brown  ba-by  bird  1 

2.  Lit  - tie  brown  ba-by  bird 

, M - \ r~i  hi  v-H 

apped  in  your  nest,  Wrapped  inyournest,  strapped  inyour  nest, l^r 
winging-  to  sleep.  Wing  - ing  to  sleep,  sing-  ing  to  sleep,  Your 

f ^ 4 J J ■ J F 

■■d  J 
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Lit  - tie  brown  ba  - by  of  n 
Lit  - tie  brown  ba  - by  of  n 

' ii*  r 1 1 1 

line,  go  to  rest, 
sine,  go  to  sleep. 

— 

y jsis  3i,j: 

— 

1 J}.S. 

f>j:flgg  ■ p 1 f r r=  j j r*-» 

M-<"r  u ' 

EAU  AWAY  m THE  SOUTH. 


Melody  in  2d  Tknor. 


TBABLING  BACK  TO  GEOBGIA 

Companion  Song-  to  “OLD  BLACK  JOE.” 

Words  by  ARTHUR  H.  FRENCH.  Music  by  CHAS  D BLAKE. 


Slow. 


Hr 


I'se  trablin^  back  to  Georgia, 
The  place  where  I was  born. 
Among-  tile  fields  of  cotton, 
The  sugar  cane  and  coni. 

So  happy  witli  ole  Massa, 
A-living-  in  the  lane, 

To  see  de  ole  plantation, 

Pse  trabling  baok  again. 


To  live  and  die  in  Georgia, 
Dat’s  good  enough,  for  ino; 

Til  hoe  the  corn  and  cotton, 

And  ohl  so  happy  be; 

I'll  hunt  tite  coon  and  possum, 
And  dance  and  sing  and  pl^, 
And  when  I once  get  baok  there, 
I’ll  never  come  away! 


4. 


I'se  trabling  baok  to  Cieorgia, 

To  ffee  the  dai'kies  there; 

And  see  my  ole  Aunt  Dinah, 

Oh,  golly,  won’t  she  stare! 

We'll  dance  all  night  till  morning. 
By  the  ba^jo^  sweet  reft-ain, 

And  have  a celebratibn,  ' 

When  I get  baok  again! 
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TRUE  LOVE 


Tr&a»latioii  by  J.  D.  SPENCE,  *19. 


2.  Blue  the  forget-me-not, 
Emblem  of  constancy ; 

Olose  press  it  to  thy  i<reaet, 
And  think  of  me. 

Tbongh  flower  and  hope  decay, 
Bioh  we  in  love  alway : 

My  heart's  deep  love  for  thee 
Never  can  die. 


8.  Were  I a bird,  on  high 
Far  through  the  air  I’d  fly; 

No  hawk  shonld  dannt  me  then, 
Winging  to  thee. 

Struck  by  the  huntsman’s  dart. 
Sinking  npon  thy  heart. 

There,  shoald'at  tbon  weep  for  me , 
Fain  would  1 die. 


YE  SHEPHERDS  TELL  ME. 
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tJS  BHEPHEfiDS  TELL  ME. 


have  you  seen  my  Flo  • ra  pass  this  way, 

na  • • • tion,  Li  • • ly,  Xii  - - • ly,  Hose, 


In  shape  and  feature 
And  lu  her  hand 
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PEANUT  SONG 


2.  Oh!  all  you  fellows  that  have  sherry  chicken,  and  give  youi' neig-hbor  none  etc. 

3.  Oh!  all  Ifellows  that  have  pickled  perBimmons,  and  rive  your  neig-hbor  none  etc. 

4 . Oh  1 all  you  fellows  that  have  huckleberry  ^ot-pie,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

5.  Oh!  all  you  fellows  that  have  soft,  sweet  soda  crackers,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

6.  Oh!  all  you  fellows  that  have  nice, BOUT  Mesana  oranges,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  ^e. 

7.  Oh ! all  you  fellows  that  haw  Mrs  Winslow’s  soothing  syrup,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

8.  Ohl  all  you  fellows  that  have  ripe, rich, red  strawberryehortrcake,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

fl . Oh ! all  you  fellows  that  have  California  clam  chowder  and  oysters  on  tlie  half-shell,  and  give  your 

neighbor  none,6to. 

Spokem  — Not  if  I knows  tnyeeli  , 
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RECESSIONAL. 


AMES  EDJrUND 

JONES, ’88. 

1 ' 

r r T r r i 

1 

beware  lest  thou  jbrget  Vie  Lord  thy  God.  DBUT.  viii.  11. 


//^l.God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old, 
Lord  of  our  far-flung’  battle  line, 
Beneath  'Whose  awful  hand  we  hold 
Dominion  over  palm  and  pine: 

P Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 


TnpZ.YkT  called, our  navies  melt  away, 

On  dune  and  and  headland  sinks  the  fire; 
Lo,  all  Our  pomp  of  yesterday 
Is  one  with  Nineveh  and  T^re! 

P Judge  of  the  nations,  spare  us  yet. 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forgot. 


77ip2.  The  tumult  and  the  shouting  dies; 
The  captains  and  the  kings  depart; 
Still  stands  Thine  ancient  saciiflce. 
An  humble  and  a contrite  heart: 

P Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forgot,  lest  we  forget. 


wp-l.lf,  drunk  with  sight  of  power,  we  loose 

Wild  tongues  that  have  not  Thee  in  awe. 
Such  boastings  as  the  Gentiles 'use. 

Or  lesser  breeds  without  the  law. 

P Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 

Lest  we  foiget,  lest  we  forgot. 


Tiip  5.Bbr  heathen  heart  that  puts  her  trust 
In  reeking  tube  and  iron  shard; 

All  valiant  dust  that  builds  on  dust, 

And  guarding  cal!  not  Thee  to  gmard: 

P Dsr  frantic  boast  and  foolish  word, 

Thy  mercy  on  Thyr  people,  Lord.  Amen. 

Rudyard  Kipling,  1897- 

Thase  words, here  inserted  by  permission  of  the  author,  first  appeared  in  The  Times^Suly  17,  1897. 
They  also  appeared  as  tile  Recessional’  in  Kipling^’s  Five  Nations^  1903.  The  allusions  in  the  hymn  are 
to  the  incidents  in  the  Diamond  Jubilee  of  Queen  Victoria,  and  especially  to  the  Procession  and  the  Naval 
Review. 
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BRIDGET  DONAHUE. 


Uuticby  A.  S.JOS3BLYN. 


S.  Her  fnther  is  a farmer,  and  a daeeot  man  is  be. 

He's  lik^  by  all  the  p-ople  from  Eellorglin  to  Trallee; 

And  Bridget  on  a Snnday,  when  coming  home  from  mesa, 

She's  ^mired  by  all  the  people,  sore  they  wait  to  see  her  pass. 

9.  I sent  her  home  a piotnre,  I did  npon  my  word, 

Not  a picture  of  myself,  bat  the  pictnre  of  a bird; 

It  was  the  American  Eagle,  and  saya  I,  " Miss  Bonalioe, 

Oar  eagle's  wings  are  large  enongb  to  shelter  me  and  yoa  1” 


154 


HALLI.HALLO. 


Word!  by  WtLHBLBf  BORNBMANN,  j8j6. 
Baritone  solo 


TrenaUtlon  by  JA8.  EDMUND  JONB8,  SK. 
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HALLI . hallo. 


8. 1,  though  without  a nickel, 

Ify  dainty  palate  tickle 

With  wine  and  good  black  bread, 
tfy  fragrant  pipe  burna  brightly, 

Aa,  stepping  forward  tightly. 

The  dow'ry  heath  1 tread. 


4>  Thos,  in  the-deids  abiding, 

Or  through  the  forest  striding, 

I pass  the  livelong  day, 

And  while  my  hours  are  deeting 
Like  seconds  swift  retreating, 

I throDgb  the  green-wood  stray. 


fL  And  now  the  son  is  sinking, 

Now  stars  through  mists  are  blinking ; 

Tbns  one  more  day  slips  by  ; 

So  home  again  retorniiig, 

Where  cheerful  henrth  is  burning, 

A jolty  huntsman  I. 


15ft 


ON  THE  BANKS  OP  THE  YANG-TSEE-KIANO.* 


8.  Three  years  had  passed  away,  whilst  it  fell  upon  aday, 

That  I sat  by  my  door  and  span,  span, 

That  a soldier  came  and  said.  “Tour  lover  Bill  lies  dead 
On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Tang-tsee-kiasg, 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang'tseO'kiang. 

4.‘"Twa8  in  a tea-tree  glen  that  we  met  the  Chinamen, 

And  one  of  the  rognes  let  bang,  bang, 

Which  laid  poor  William  low.  with  his  toes  towards  the  foe, 

On  the  banks  of  the  YAng-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang, 

On  the  banka  of  the  Yang-tsee-kiang. 

8.*  He  tookasprig  of  teaandsaid.'WMlyon  carry  th’sforme. 

And  tell  poor  Polly  where  it  sprang,  sprang?  ’ 

And  this  was  all  he  said,  when  hia  head  it  dropped  like  lead. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang, 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-tsee-kiang. 

6.  "Now  will  yon  take  from  me  this  little  sprig  of  tea  ? 

’Twas  on  Bill's  grave  that  it  sprang,  sprang, 

Ton  may  have  it  if  you  will,  as  a souvenir  of  Bill, 

From  the  hanks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang, 

From  the  banks  of  the  Yang-tsee-kiang." 

"My  soldier  boy,”  said  T,  " do  yon  see  any  green  in  my  ey«f 
Pray  excuse  me  the  use  of  slang,  slang. 

For  I’m  yoiir  Polly  Hill,  and  yoa’re  my  lover  Bill, 

From  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-teee-kinng 
From  the  banks  of  the  Tang-tnee-kiftn;*.’' 

•The  words  ore  tsken  frena  •'The  Life  of  a PcotiUh  Pmbodoner  " bv  Jamfs  Bkow."*,  by  peimluion  of  Jamks  Uaci.eiiu;»  < who.  ’ 
PubllDhert.  Olas^ew. 
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PETER  GRAY. 

Andmntm. 


S.'Now  Peter  Gray  he  fell  in  love,  all  with  a nice  young  girl. 

The  first  three  letters  of  her  name  were  L-U-C,  Anna  Qairl. — Cho. 

8.  But  just  as  they  were  going  to  wed.  her  papa  be  said  No  I" 

And  ooDseguently  she  was  sent  away  off  to  Ohio  — Clto, 

4.  And  peter  Gray  he  went  to  trade  for  furs  and  other  ekins. 

Till  be  was  caught  and  soalp  • y • ed  by  the  bloody  Indians. — Cho. 

8.  When  Lacy  Anna  heard  the  news,  she  straightway  took  to  bed. 
And  never  did  get  up  again  until  she  di  • i • ed. — Ch'). 


m 


OVER  THE  BILLOWS  AFAR! 

Worda  byA.E  SARGENT.  Music  by  CHARLES  B.  PRATT. 
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CHORUS. 


1«0 


TOBACK. 

Translated  by  JOHN  D.  SPENCE  89*. 


walls  re -sound; The  night we’llpass With  jo-vial  glassAnd 
Prince  of  Wales  A - like  be  guiles  His  mood  to  smiles 
good  ci- gar.”  Can -non  and  ball  Are  x-anquished all  By 

^l,il  , r ^ 1 1 !-■  I — 

lipes  of  good  To  - 
eom  -fort  - ing  To  - 
con-quer-ing  To  - 

back! 

back! 

back! 

<0  * 5 5 5 5 -j-j  ^ • — 

P _ _ i II  n:^ 

To  - ba«k,  back,  back,  To  - bade,  bade,  back,  And 

To  - back,  back,  back,  To  - bade,  back,  back, With 

To  - back,  bade,  back.  To  - back,  back,  back,  By 


of^ 

good 

To- 

fort  ■ 

• ing 

To- 

quer 

- ing 

To. 

1«1 


4. 

The  youngster,  for  the  weed  unripe, 
Steals  on  the  sly  hie  fathers  pipe; 
Behind  the  ehed 
In  fear  and  dread 
Be  tries  to  like  tobackl 
CHOBUB:-  Tobackjback,  back,  etc. 

5. 

The  ffaffer,  toothless,  grrim  and  old, 
'Whose  g'uins  refuse  the  pipe  to  hold; 
The  stem  will  wind 
"With  yarn  and  bind 
It  fast,  and  smoke  Tobackl 
CHORUS'."  Toback , back,  back,  etc. 


D. 

The  noble  red  man,  out  for  hair 
■Will  everlasting-  friendship  swear; 

In  pipes  of  peace, 

His  wranglinge  cease, 

And  so  he  smokes  Tobackl 
CHORUS:-  Toback, back,  back,  etc. 

9. 

The  western  man,  thatswom  and  grim, 
Thinks  life  has  little  charm  for  him, 
Forgets  his  ills 
■Whene’er  he  fills 
His  corncob  with  Toback! 

CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 


6. 

The  copper  on  his  lonely  beat. 

Smokes  as  he  tramps  the  midnight  Street; 
His  short  pipe  glows 
Beneath  his  nose. 

And  warms  it  with  Tobackl 
CHORUS:-  Toback, back, back,  etc. 

7. 

The  cripple  with  a wooden  leg 
The  weed  will  borrow,  buy  or  beg; 

The  pipe  he  grips 
Between  his  lips 
And  smokes  and  smokes  Toback! 

CHORUS:-  Toback, back, back,  etc. 


10. 

The  polished  Frenchman,  fashion’s  pet, 
Will  only  risk  a cigarette; 

He  knows  it  is 
A smious  biz 

For  him  to  smoke  Toback! 

CHORUS;-  Toback, back, back,  etc. 

II, 

The  labouring  son  of  Erin’s  Isle, 

Looks  from  his  drain  with  broadening  smile; 
The  brief  dhudeen 
His  Ups  between, 

Is  filled  with  rank  Tobackl 
CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 


So  comrades,  all  the  world  around 
The  good  old  weed  is  ever  foimd; 
So  let  us  pass 
The  jovial  glass, 

And  burn  our  good  Tobackl 
CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  eto. 


who’s  the  best  MAH  IN  THIS  TOWN? 

Tune^'Bonuie  Laddie,  Hiehland  Laddie!’ 


To  the  North! 


Worda  by  John  D.  Sssncb  Music  by  Jas.  Edmvmo  Jones 


Q-g- 

(|sdL-a 

< J 1-  ^ 

*-0-\  N » InP  # 1 >.].|] 

fr  ^ ^ — “ 

Wett.  Can  match  the  Northland’s  nigged  pride.  The  North,  the  hardy  North's  the  best  1 

J J 

— ■ 9 ^ A’ 

' ri-J — J — 

■J — ^ 

wy  Nil*  ' 1 
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To  the  Northito  theNorthwc  go!  To  the  North,  where  the  pine  trees 
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grow.  To  the  North!  to  the  North  we  go  I To  t 

le 

grow. 
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TO  THE  NORTH. 


1R4 


TO  THE  NORTH. 


1«5 


TO  THE  NORTH. 


3.  Who  longs  for  dainties  rich  and  rare, 
For  cooling  wines  and  liqueurs  hot, 
That  one:  has  known  the  S'mpler  fare 
That  filU  the  camper’s  generous  pot? 
To  the  North!  to  the  North  we  go  I 
To  the  North*  where  the  black  bass  grow 


5.  Let  others  sail  the  sluggish  htreains 
Tnat  murmur  through  the  quiet  night. 
Give  us  the  glorious  sun,  that  gleams 
On  curving  green aud  foaming  white! 
To  the  North!  to  the  North  we  go] 

To  the  North,  where  the  torrents  flow. 


6.  So,  till  with  age  our  spirits  flag, 

And  hearts  beat  fainter,  year  by  year, 
The  North  shall  fling  from  crag  to  crag 
The  echo  of  our  boisterous  cheer. 

To  the  North!  to  the  North  we  go  I 
To  the  North,  to  the  North,  Yo  ho! 


1«6 


JUANITA. 


1«7 


GLORY  AND  LOVE  TO  THE  MEN  OF  OLD. 


THE  CEUBHATED  CHODUS  OF  SOUIIEIH  IH  "FAinT." 


oo-py  theiz  vir  - tues  bold;....  Coot  • - age  in  heart  and  a sword  iahand,.... 
- ‘ - ■ h N J»  I f, 
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OLORl  AND  LOVE  TO  THE  MEN  OF  OLD. 


boftst  he  WMtrae,  as  coward  might  do  when  pe  • • • ril  is  past? 

r r .r  - j / — 

■ 'V-U  u-^  C ^ 

1 rji 

% --  ■ - 

— - 
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QUOSl  fisa>  LOVS  TO  THE  HEN  OF  OLD. 
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OLOBT  A^1X>  £iOT£  TO  Tfi£  MEN  OF  OLD. 
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UL0B7  ABP  LOVB  TO  THE  MEN  OF  OLD. 
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QLOBr  AlTD  XX>VE  TO  TH£  MEN  OF  OLD. 
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SAILING  ACROSS  THE  SEA. 
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»AiLINO  ACfiOSS  THE  SEA. 


CBORua. 


17« 


£Aliaiia  AOBOBS  THJQ  B£A. 


BREATHE  SOFT,  VE  WINDS. 


finite  air«M«wM 


WILLIAM  PAXTOM,  ijM. 
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THE  TROOPER. 


ride  so  stilll  To  < 
flam  - ing  red,  My  1 

j a- 

j ■ 

eath,  to  death  weVe 
lood  the  greensward 

fly  - ing!  The 
dye  - ing.  One 

nom-  ing  vrtnds  how 
cup  I drain  with 

^ " t?  1*  ^ 

dim. 


r ■ f r r p~ 

sharp  they  feel!  Hos  • tees,  a glass  our 
sword  in  band:  One  draughtto  dear  old 

hearts  to  steel  Sbr  dy  - ing,  for  dy  - ing! 
V^o  - ther-land  Ere  dy  • ing,  ere  dy  - ingl 

v » p J-  i # -S  # -1 

1 f 1 J J W V J 

r ' ^ 1 i V. 

8'. 

A second...  quioki  lb  fVeedom  now 
My  love,  my  life,  my  sword  I vow, 

On  this  strong*  arm  relying*. 

"What  claims  the  rest?  The  dreg*s  to  thee 
I drain  O Empire  grand  and  f^ee, 
Ere  dying*,  ere  dying*! 


4. 

My  8W8etheart!-.but  the  glass  is  dry- 

The  swords  are  out the  bullets  fly! 

No  time  for  love  or  sighing. 

Up!  Like  a whirlwind  on  the  foe! 

Oh,  soldier  joy!  at  dawn  to  go 
To  dying,  to  dying! 
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FAilEWELL, 

XwUOon  by  F.  J . DAVIDSON,  AndiutM 


17$ 
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THE  OLD  RED  CRADLE. 


181 


2.  By  its  side  father  paused,  with  a little  time  to  spare. 

Aud  the  care  lines  would  soften  on  his  brow; 

Ah!  >twas  but  a little  \diile  that  I knew  a father’s  care, 

But  I fancy  in  my  dreams  I see  him  now. 

And  if  ebr  there  came  a day  when  my  cheeks  were  flushed  and  hot, 
When  I did  not  mind  my  porridge  or  my  play, 

I would  clamber  up  its  side,  and  the  pain  would  be  forgot, . 

When  the  old  red  cradle  rocked  away. 

a.  Ay!  it  cradled  one  and  all,  brothers,  sisters  in  it  lay, 

And  it  gave  me  the  sweetest  rest  I’ve  known; 

But  toJiight  the  tears  will  flow,  and  I let  them  have  their  way, 
ibr  the  passing*  years  are  leaving  me  alone. 

By  my  mother  it  was  rooked  when  the  evening  meal  was  laid, 

And  again  I seem  to  see  her  a.s  she  smiled; 

When  are  rest  ware  all  in  bed,’twa8  then  she  knelt  and  prayed, 

By  are  old  red  cradle  and  her  drild. 

4.  But  the  cradle  long  has  gone,  and  the  burdens  that  it  bore  • 

One  by  .one  have  been  gathered  to  the  fold; 

But  the  flock  is  incomplete  for  it  numbers  only  four, 

With  a dear  one  now  left  6tra3dng  in  the  cold.. 

Heaven  grant  again  we  may  in  each  others,  arms  be  looked, 

Where  no  bitter  tears  of  parting  ever,  fall, 

God  forbid  that  one  be  lo8t_that  the  old  rBd.oradle.;p.okod, 

Ibr  that  dear  old  cradle  rooked  us  all. . 


The  Old  Bed  Cradle. 2 


THE  TRAIL  OF  MY  LITTLE  CANOE 


Words  by 

ARTHUR  GUITERMAN. 


Music  by 

JAS.  EDMUND  JONES, ’88, 
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MY  HOMES  ON  THE  BOUNDLESS  SEA 

Words  by  KEYNTON  Music  bv  C 


^ost-iug-  the  luooils  first  ray,  I plunso  thr4thopath-i»ss  Mus, 

her€?a  a health  to  old  fViends,  May  their  hearts  be  ev  - er  tm®;  As 

rah!  hm-. rah!  for  the  sea,  Proud-ly  then  fll 


pace  my  deok: 


yeo  ho!  yeo  hoi  yeo  ho!  yeo  hoi  yeo  ho!  yeo  hol  yeoho!; 


y»o  hoi 


N.  B.  The  acBompajiiment  to  be  suns  lightly  and  soffly  throughout. 


185 


186 


CANNIBALEB. 


B.A.QOULD,  Jr.  M.A.TAYU>R. 
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2.  Now  there  came  to  this  island  over  the.maiu 

A laudable  missionaree, 

His  weight  was  three  hundred  and.  forty-three,  pounds, 
And  his  paunch  and  jowls  and  his  tonsure  were  round, 
And  he  left  a mark  wdiere  he  sat  on  the  ground. 

'Twaa  a curious  sight  to  see. 

Ibr  he  left  a mark  on  the  ground  where  he  sat, 

Just  two  and  a half  feet  by  three. 

3.  Now  the  moral  of  the  song  that  I’m  trying. to  sing 

You  soon,  will  be  able  to  see, 

5br  the  Christian  proved  dooile  and  teat^able  quite, 

He  learned  of  the  heathen  the.  thing  that  was  right, 

And  one  Sunday  morning  before  it  was  light, 

He  ate  up  the  oannibalee. 

And  one  Sunday  morning  before  it  was  light, 

He  ate  up  the  oannibalee. 


Oannibalee.  2 
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THE  WATERMELON. 


on 
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ALL’S  WELL. 
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he’s  a good  old  sold. 


Arr.from  air  of  “Turkey  in  the  Straw” 


THE  TIME  HAS  COME. 

Verses  may  be  improvised  for  the  tune  of ‘‘The  Boots”  Page  37.  Bobert  Tyson  qf  Toronto, 
the  veiera/n  ca/noeist  and  sport,  contributes  the  followingi- 


1. 

Tlie . meeting*  time  has  come, 

The.  men  sit  round  the  table 
The  <lhairman  takes  his  seat, 

Keeps. order  if  he’s  able. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  the  meeting  time  has  come, 
Order,  order,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 

The  meeting*  time  has  come. 

I hear  the  knock.,  the  knock,  the  knock, 

The  thunderous  knock  of  “the  chair,” 

Fra  Diavolo,  the  Chairman  etc. 

“Order  if  you  please.” 

2. 

The  smoking  time  has  come,- 

Its  peaceful  moments  bringing, 
'We’ll  light  the  briar  pipe, 

And  listen  to  the  singing, 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  the  smoking  time  has  come. 
Smoking  smoking,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 

The  smoking  time  has  come. 

I smell  the  pipe,  the  pipe, 

The'pipe,  the  p-p-p-p.-p*p*pipe 
PVa  J)iavolo  the  briar  pipe, 

Canoemen  all  do  smoke. 


3. 

The  sailing  time  has.  come, 

A pleasant  .wind'  is  blowing, 
With  canvas  hoisted-full, 

liike  stately  ships,  we’re  going 
Hurrah, .hurrah,  the  sailing  time  has  come, 
Sailing,  sailing,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 

The  sailing  time  has  ccme. 

I feel  the  breeze, the  breeze,  the  breeze, 
The  squally  old  northerly  breeze, 

Fra  Diavolo,  the  squally  breeze. 

Coming  from  the  north. 

4. 

The  paddling  time  has  come, 

The  peacefuL  Bay  is  shining 
While  robed. in  gorgeous  clouds, 

The  Western  sun’s  declining, 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  the  paddling  time  has  come. 
Fhddling,  paddling,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 

The  paddling  time  has  come. 

I bear  the  puff,  the  puff, 

The  p-p-p-p-puff 
Fra  Diavolo  the  ferry  boat, 

Puffing  down  the  Bay. 
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I CAKNQT  HELP  WINKING  MY  EYE. 

Words  & Music  by  G.  W B.  FIBLD. 


vice-  But  still  I have  kept  on  a-wink-ing-,  I’ll  wink, I’m  a-fraid,tin  I die. 

wife’  Of  course  I’ll  a-^e  with  her  state-ments,  And  make  some  be-com-inp  re  - ply^ 
be-Yetu-hen-e’erl  wasgood  at  my  les-sons  She’d  lov-ing-ly  pet 


They 
But  I 
and  sigh}  Then 


tell  me  it’s  aw-ful-ly  vul-gar, 
think  if  she  look’d  at  me  close -ly, 
give  me  a do  - zen  sweet  kiss-es, 


But  I can-not  help  wink-ing  my  eye. 
She’d  catch  me  a-wihk-ing  niy  eye. 
And  I could-n’t  help  wink-ing  my  eye. 
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CHORUS, 


4.  Now.Bet^  the  cook  in  oar  kitchen 
Is. as  buxom  and  fair  as  a rose; 

She  says  ^at  all  men  are  a nuisance 
And  that  she  could  bite  otf  their  nose. 


Yet  one  day  when  I.  dropped  in  th^  kitchen 
She  was  kissing  a ohap.on  the  sly^ 

She  might  have  been  biting  ^Is  nose  off, 
Yet  I couldn’t  help  .winking  iny  eye. 

Yes,  I know,  etc. 


WHEN  JOHNNY  COMES  MARCHING  HOME 

By  Louis  Lambeol. 

Same  tune  as  “The  Three  Crowe,”  (Page  81) 


1.  When  Johnny  comes  rn^hlng 
home  again, 

(Chov)  Hurrah,  hurrah! 

Wee’ll  give  him  a hearty  welcome 
then, 

(Cho.)  Hurrah,  hurrah  I 
The  men  will  cheer,  the  boys  will 
shout, 

The  ladies,  they  will  all  turn  out, 
(ClJho.)  And  we’ll  all  feel  gay. 
When  Johnny  comes  marching 
home. 

(TMAce) 


2.  The  old  church  bell  will  peal  with 

joy, 

To  welcome  home  our  darling  boy ; 
The  village  lads  and  lassies  say 
Wi^  roses  they  will  strew  the  Way. 

3.  Get  ready  for  the  Jubilee; 

We’ll  give  the  hero  three  times 
three. 

The  laurel  wreath  is  ready  now 
To  place  upon  his  loyal  brow. 

4.  Let  love  and  friendship  on  that  day 
Their  choicest  treasures  then  dis- 
play, 

And  let  each  one  perform  his  part, 
To  fill  with  joy  the  warrior’s  h^rt 
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PAST  AND  FAB:  A CANOEING  SONG 
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OVEB  THE  BAHISTEB. 
YALE  SONG. 


i 
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'WAY  UP  ON  THE  MOUNTAIN.  TOP- TIP -TOP 


S.  Little  Jaoky  Homer, 

A-sitting  in  a oomer, 

Kating  a Cbriitmas  pie ; 

He  stack  in  his  (bomb, 

And  polled  oat  a plain, 

And  said, What  a big  boy  an  X 1" 
Ohonu. — Let  os  all.  etc. 


S.  Old  Mother  Hubbard, 

She  weut  to  the  cupboard, 

To  get  her  poor  dog  a bos*} 
But  when  she  got  there, 

The  oQpboai-d  was  bare, 

And  eo  the  poor  doggy  had  nOM. 
CAoriM.-^-Let  os  all.  etc. 
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TRABBLINa  DOWN  BE  RIBBER. 

Words  by  WILLIAM  PEDLAR  & JERRY  BRITTON.  Air  aiT.  from  "Salt!  the  wood-pile  down: 

Solo  . I .Chqrua  , . ■ i . Solo 


1.  De  Bim  am  gbin  . iny  Dine*  1y«  nine; 

2.  De  sun  am  sink  - inff,  sink-injf  low; 

8.  De  smoke  am  ris  - in’  in  de  air; 


Tr'ab'bliny  down  de 
Trab  - bling  slow  - ly 
Keep  your  eye  on  de 


rib*  ber;  We’se. 
home-ward;  I 

fish  • line;  I 


gwine 

to 

stop 

right 

here  and 

dine; 

Trab  - bling 

down  de 

rib  - ber; 

Dar 

tink 

WB 

will 

no 

farth-er 

go; 

Trab  - bling 

slow  - ly 

home  - war^' 

guess 

we 

aiift 

no 

time  to 

spare; 

Keep  your 

eye  on  de 

fish  . line; 

De 

CAipw  . 

Solo 

use 

to 

arg  - u - 

Ti’ab-  bling 

down  de 

rib  - her; 

Dese  . 

I 

hear 

do 

ra  - pida 

roar; 

Trab  • bling 

slow  - ly 

home  - ward; 

We’ll 

moon 

- am 

ris  - 

ing 

on  de 

hill; 

Keep  your 

eye  on  de 

fish  - line; 

Just  . 

Chorus 

=t=fr 

has 

to 

eat  or 

die, 

Trab-  bling 

down  de 

rib  -•  her. 

pitch 

de 

tents 

and 

work  no 

more, 

Trab  - bling 

slow  - ly 

home  » ward. 

sit 

a - 

round 

and 

take  your 

fill; 

Keep  your 

eye  on  de 

fish  - line; 

Good-bye,  Good-bye,  Fare-well  to  the  old  camp  ^oimdl  When  the  mom-ing' mists  have 

^ ^ For  Cho.  to  last  verse. 


cleared  aAray  We’ll  haul  the  can-vas  down. 


' Haul  the  canvas,  Haul  t^  canvas  down. 


4. 

De  coffee’s  bilin’  in  de  pot; 

Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 

De  taters  steaming  mighty  hot; 

Make  dat  coffee  blaokerl 
De  fish  am  frying  in  de  pan; 

Make  dat.  coffee  blacker! 

Ob!  aint  it  time  dls  meal  began; 
Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 


5. 

Fill  up  your  dish  with  onions  fried; 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner! 

Stow  dem  away  in  your  inside; 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner! 

Oh!  take  a speckled  trout  or  two; 

Feel  dem  taters  thinner! 

Dar’U  be  none  left  when  we  get  through; 
Feel  dem  taters  thinner! 


6. 

De  owl’s  done  singing  on  de  twig; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 

De  tadpoles  gettin’ mighty  big; 

Eb-ul  ^t  packstrap  tighter! 

De  boat  am  waitin’  on  de  shore; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 

You’ll  nebber  see  dese  ni^  no  more; 
Haul  dat  packstrap  tighterl 
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WERE  OUT  ON  A TEAR. 
Camping  Song. 


Words  by  JERRY  BRITTON. 

& ROBERT  


Wore  out  on  a tear  to  get  fresh 
We  range  the  woods  in  search  of  g 
Now  you  who  drees  in  fine  ar  - j 


And  keep  our  liv 
1}  But  lit  - tie  do 
And  board  at  big 


era  health;  We 

we  find*  The 

ho  - tels,  Wio 


car  .ry  a grease  spot  on  our  pants  As  a mark  of  e-man  - pi  - pa  • tion. 

wash  our  dish  - es  in  the  sand;  We’re  tough,  but  that’s  no  mat  - ter! 

gaze  on  us  and  gnasH  your  teeth,  You  mis  - er  - a - ble  crit  - tens! 


Then  shake,  old  pard,  our  palms  ^e  hard,  Oxir  bands  and  fkc  - es  brown;  We 


We  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Jerry  Britton  and  Mr.  Robert  Tyson  for  the 
characteistic  and  breezy  camp  songs  “We’re  Out  On  a Tear”  and  "Trab- 
bling  Down  de  Ribber.”  Mr.  Brittwn  sent  the  songs  on  request  with  the 
following  delightful  letter: — 

"I  am  deltgh1)ed  to  bear  thie  echo  froan  my  old  friend  Robert  Tyson,  from 
“whom  I have  not  beard  for  many  moons.  It  pleases  me  to  know  he  caji  etlll 
“find  time  snrtd  ptieaaure  for  and  IfU  the  old  camp  doggerel.  It  takes  me  back  to 
“many  a camp  and  portatge — goes  with  me  through  many  a rapid.  The  sun  sets 
"to  it  aiid  the  Sicker  of  the  dying  camp-fire  and  the  cry  of  the  loon  Interrupt  its 
“rhythm  when  I wake  in  the  night 

“Not  haring  a vecy  seductive  voice  myself,  I never  venture  to  soar  on  the 
“wln®3  of  my  own  noise,  but  I’m  glad  someone  can  take  some  pleasure  out  of  the 
“sublime  semtiments  of  our  old  camp  songs.  Now  I feel  that  Tyson  has  given 
“me  credit  beyond  my  due,  for  that  “Trabbling”  song  was  a joint  production  of  an 
“old  friend  amd  myself,  “BiUy”  Pedlar — an  old  Ltadsay  boy,  now  In  Vanoouver, 
“B.C. — a prince  of  -humorists — and  whatever  f^e  that  song  brings  should  go 
“meialy  to  him.  Simoe  the  “Shake.  Old  Pard”  was  hatched  it  has  imdergone  some 
“changes  which  inypiwe  it — lift  its  moral  tone,  so  to  speak — so  that  Tyson  may 
"claim  the  undying  glory  of  haviisg  oollahoirabed  with  the  dlstinguiehed  author. 

"I  notice  to  the  chorus  of  "Shake,  Old  Pard”  provision  is  made  for  only  one 
“face"  ("Out  face  and  hands  are  bpown”);  It  seems  to  me  that  everybody's  phiz 
"ought  to  be  tocluded  lest  there  be  objoctiomS' — at  meail  times. 

"I  hope  that  sometime  we  may  foregather— preferably  around  a camp-fire— 
"while  the  coffee  'gets  hotter  and  blacker. 

"Very  slnoerely  yours, 

“JERRY  BRITTON." 
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AMO,  AMAS,  I LOVE  A LASS. 

STiiM— *'Tn  l^ousB  AMB  «r*  F«»." 
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AitO,  AMAS.  I LOVE  A LASS. 


2.  Wtat  wretch  Is  he  who  wife  forsakee 
Who  best  of  Jam  a&d  w&See  makes. 

3.  He  feele  Me  caeh  to  know  Me  pemoe 
Aad  fl&de  he  has  but  Just  six  oonts. 

4.  He  finds  at  last  a right  cheap  place, 

And  enters  in  with  modest  face. 

6.  The  bili-of-fare  he  eeaxchee  through. 

To  see  what  his  six  oents  will  do. 

6.  The  cheapest  viand  of  them  all 

Is  "Twelve  and  a half  cents  for  two  Fieb- 
baOl.” 

?.  The  waiter  he  to  him  doth  call. 

And  gently  whispers,  '‘One  Fish°ba21." 


8.  The  waiter  roars  it  through  the  hall: 

The  gaests  they  start  at  "0-m  Fish-hall.” 

9.  The  guest  then  sajrs,  quite  ill  at  ease, 

"A  piece  of  bread,  sir,  If  you  please.” 

10.  The  waiter  roars  it  thi^ugh  the  hall, 

'“We  don't  give  bread  with  <mA  Fleh-baU." 

MORAL 

11.  Who  would  have  brea4  with  hie  Ftsh-boll 
Must  get  it  first  or  not  at  all. 

12.  Who  would  Fish-balls  with  flxin's  eat. 
Must  get  some  friend  to  stand  the  treat 
(Saoh  stanxa  is  r^ested  as  a chonie). 
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SPEED  AWAYt 


Among  tbAiapentltloDs  of  the  8«oMM  la  one  which  for  Ita  aingalar  beeatylfl  somewfaet  well  Imowo.  When&meides 
dlea.  they  ImprtKtQ  » yoosg  bird  tmtil  it  first  begins  to  try  lu  powers  of  Bong,  end  then,  loading  it  with  tdssee  and  oaiefises. 
they  loose  Ite^nds  over  her  grave,  in  the  belief  that  it  will  not  fold,  its  wln^  nor  olosa  Its  eyes,  until  it  has  flown  to  tlie 
spirit  Uad,  and  deliveredlts  preoiona burden  of  alTeotion  to  the  loved  and  lost  “Itia  not  azLtrequeDt.”  says  the  f !»»«>» 
historian.  “ to  see  twenty  or  uiirty  birds  set  loose  at  once  over  one  gEave." 


olose,  she  will  ask  for 
lies  alt  QD  • not  • ed 


the  loved  'Who  pine  np  • on  earth  einoe  < ' the 
the  while.  And  his  thin  lips  wreathe 


0.  And  oh  I wilt  thoa  tell  her,  blest  bird  on  the  wing, 
Tba£  bar  oiother  hath  ever  a sad  song  to  sing  ? 
loat  she  otocdetb  alone  in  the  still  qnlet  night. 

And  her  fond  heart  goes  forth  for  the  being  of  nl^ft 
Who  had  slept  inher  bosom,  bnt  wbowoalditotataj? 
Speed  awajrf  speed  away  I speed  away  I 


i.*Oo,  bird  of  the  silver  wingl  fetterless  now; 

Stoop  not  thy  brl^t  pioioOflOn  yon  moontain’s  brow ; 
Bat  Die  thee  awtty  oferroob.  z iver  and  glen. 

And  find  oaryoaag “Day Star’’ erenighteiosea^a. 
Up ! onward  I let  nothing  thy  missioo  delay. 

Speed  away  I speed  away  1 '^peed  away  I 
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OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 


Dere’e  where  my  heart  is 
Deo 

Still  sad  - ]y  to  rey 


tarn  • ing  eb  - ber.  Dere's  where  de  old  lolhs  stay, 
dav  I BaQBn.dered.  Ma  - nv  Ha  nnniTa  T onna 


* --  - UCi. 

ma  " ny  hap  • py  day  I aqaas-dered 
mom  • 'ry  rush  - 


Ms  - ny  de  songs  I 
No  mat  - tor  where  I rove, 


8t!H  long-icg  for  de  old  plant  • a -tiooi  And  for  de  old  folks  at  home. 
Ob  I take  me  to  my  kind  old  mad  • der.  Dere  let  me  llh  and  die. 
When  shall  I hear  de  ban  • jo  thinm-ming.  Down  in  my  good  old  home? 

ift*  ! } ^ 1.  - ^ h 

^ 3 « « 1 I • *1—  . 


— k— V- 

dar  -•  keySt  how  my  heart  grows  wear  • y. 


r^f.  O 


Far  from  the  old  foike  at  home. 


Dal  StoNO  ML  Pmr. 


Rtf.  All 


de  world  am  sad  and  drear  - 
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IHE  LORELEY. 


'Tib  mem  - o • ry  that  re  • lain  - elb  The  tule  of  yenre  I'one 


• - la  ^ 1 

6 J ^ 1-7^- 

. 'd  '•  "1  — t "fi;  S 

A fitfal  harden  beare  it— 
That  melody  eo  wild. 


i.  The  boatman  on  tfae  river, 

tilata  to  the  scn^,  smil-boacd; 

Oh  I whnt  ehall  him  deliver 

Prom  danger  tbreat’ning  ’rcnnd? 
The  waters  deep  have  oatif;fat  them, 
Both  boat  and  boatman  brave  ; 

This  lioreley’e  song  hath  bronght  thaoi 
Banaath  the  foaming  wave. 
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THE  COLORED  POHR  HHNDRED. 

Words  by  fi.Q.-'WHBELEE.  J.  W.  WHEELER. 


..bude  and'belles,and  en-vied  by  the  men;  'When  at  a swell  re  - cep-tion  or  a 
may  a - dopt  at  once  be-  comes  a craze;  We  ride  and  drive,  we  dance  and  pose  to 
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CHORUS. 
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Three  blind  mice,  Three  blind 


mice,  Three  blind  mice, 
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L 1 k J J 1 K A ii.j  J . . 

-ff  * B 1 ■ » [ r*  — ' — fi 

j wake  • and  bless  my  aight?  Ah!  if  dreams  her  form  might  fash  - ion,  How  un- 
chili . ing  mid-  nightspite  Eorel  wait,  of  thee  corn-plain-  ing  To  the 

W jjj.-  J 

r r pr 

- 

Umm 

jmmi 

bCk  L-UJ 

- J { U Li  [ 1 

- yj  i-jj-H-n 

Ah!  ha  followed  ever,  ever! 

Vain  is  speed  against  hie  might. 
Here  I yield,  Ot  one  good-night. 


Let  one  look  of  pity  shining, 

Warm  my  heart  to  new  delight. 
Let  me  hear  one  sweet  good-nigiit. 
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IF  I ONLY  HAD  A CHECK  FROM  HOME. 
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Vi/ 
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THE  SONG  MY  PADDLE  SINGS. 


bBdf.  - - - 1 h 1 hl>p  p 1 * 1 , ■ t ■ 

'1  yf 

wooed  jTJu  so,  But 

ne\’-er  a fa  - \x)ur 

r ' ^ 

\T)u  he-stow:  You 

F F r FI 

rock  jour  ora-dle  tlie 

P J 0— 

j'"  r~1k'j  ? IlJ  J)  J^IlJ  J J I j ■ J 

Laugh-ing' while  pad-4Ie,oa  • 
pad'dle  is  ply*ui^  its 

A ( • f f ! ! > [ 

noe,  and  I Drift,  driftwheredie  hills  up-lift  Oa 

way  a -head  Dip,  dip,  when  Use  wa-tera  flip  In 

J 

r ^ 

W r ^ 

1 

H9 = — 

:-i  f.  j— 

iln — 

bfW- 1 --=j 

lJJ  Tij 

IT" 

Il2 

/r\  1 

ri#  J J F'lf 

etth  • er  sid 

fbam  as  o 

/It.  . t i 

of  the  our  - rent  sw'ift.  -The  And 

- ver  their  breast  we  slip.  _n^T*7“T^ 

■ 1 

~g^— -W— 

T TT 

219 


MY  OLD  KENTUCKY  HOME. 


Solo.  Words  A Music  by  STEPHEN  0.  FOSTER. 


ff  1 r r -1  -1^  n tT= « s H ^ ^ 

1.  The 

2.  They 

3.  The 

sua  shloes  bright  in  the 
tuDt  no  xDoie  for  the 
lead  must  bow  and  the 

old  Ken-tuck- y home  TiH 
po3-sum  andtbe  oooD  On  tlie 
iSiCdc  will  have  to  bend,  Wher 

sum-uier,  the  daric-ies  are 
uiea-dow,tbe  hill, and  the 
ev-er  the  dar-  key  may 
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, t 

1 by  Hard  Times  comes  a-kr 

time  has  come  when  the  di; 
fen'  more  days  will  we  to 

-fl-i— , — 

look-in^at  the  door,  Then 
u*~kles  have  to  part,  Then  my 
fc-  ter  on  the  road,  Then  my 

old  Ken-tuok-y  home,  good 
old  Ken4uck-y  home,  good 
old  Keo-tuok-y  home,  good 

night. 

night. 

night. 

I "fPlr h ■ 1 d d 

\ ' tT  H#-  -f-  •#  * 

J P IP  - 

•J 

■ - 

♦ ^ F" 

r r 

j r 

T f ' r p 

t^L=yi 
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WHEN  YOU  AND  I WERE  YOUNG. 

Words  by  GEORGE  W.  JOHNSON  Music  by  J.  A.  BUTTERFIELD 
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Canoe  Song. 


J J'  S j rl.  «r  J"  d.  J »■  -Jf 

v/  «•'  ^ — - 

ov  - er  the  pla-cid  white  wa  - ters  we  ride,  she  the 
yearn  for  to  grab  her,  but  dare  not  just  yet,  for  the 

maid  I a • dore,  . my  • 
craft  it  is  light  and  we 

^ ih  ^ 1 

■ j 

■ ^ 

"[— 1 

L ^ ^ 3 

J J 

=^F= 
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CANOE  SONG. 


self  and  no  more,  for  if  there  were  o-thers,  we  would  sink  in  the  tide,  we  would 
^ have  to  sit  tight.  If  we  cough'd  or  we  sneta'd  we  would  sure-ly  up.  aet,  we  would 


sink  in  the  tide Sing,  Oh!  forthesuramer,  the  hot  gor-geoussunimer.Smi' 

sure-Iy  uj)  - set Sing,  Ohlfoi  ihesuTimer.ihehotgor-geoussummer.  Sing 


pad'die  a4otig,  and  in/  girl  says  I can’t  steal  her  ' kis-ses  too  soon,  savs 
mei-ri'Cal  hips,  huddled  there  like  a per-fum’d  bou-quec  of  de-light,  like 

.1.  .1  , , ,, 

i 

a 

JJ  c r 
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CANOE  SONG 


225 


The  British  Grenadiers 

16lh  Century 

Anrangred  by  Hans  Drbssel. 


Con  tjnrito. 

— iL  M J ^ • I'n  [ ^ 

J'  d~\  t I * 

Some  talk  oT  A1  - ex  - an-der,  And  some  of  1-^t  ■ *^ei. 

■J'  • ^ ^ 


Whene'er  we  are  commanded. 
To  storm  the  palisades, 

Our  leaders  march  with  fuses, 
And  we  with  hand-grenades; 
We  throw  them  from  the  glacis, ' 
Ab.out  the  enemies’  cars, 

Sing  tow  row  row  row  row  row. 
The  British  Grenadiers, 


Then  let  us  fill  a bumper, 

And  drink  a health  to'  those 
Who  carry  caps  and  pouches. 
And  wear  the  louped  clothes ; 
May  they  and  their  cominonder* 
Live  happy  all  their  years, 
With  a tow  row  row  row  row  row 
For  the  British  Grenadiers. 
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The  Blue  Bells  of  Scotland. 

Arranged  by  Ham  Drkssbl. 


noble  deeds  are  done,  And  ills  oh  in  my  heart  I 


wish  him  safe  at  home 


Oh ! where  tell  me  where  did  your  Highland 
laddie  dwell  ? 

Oh  1 where  tell  me  where  did  your  Highland 
laddie  dwell  ? 

He  dwelt  ia  bonnie  Scotland,  where  blooms 
the  sweet  blue  bell. 

And  its  ohl  in  my  heart  I lo'e  my  laddie  well. 
He  dwelt  in  l>onnie  Scotland,  e/f. 


Oh  1 what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland 
laddie  wear  ? 

Oh  1 what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland 
laddie  wear? 

A bonnet  with  a lofty  plume,  and'  on  his 
breast  a plaid. 

And  it’s  oh  1 in  my  heart  I lo’e  my  Highland 
lad.  A bonnet  with  a lofty  plume, 


Oh  1 wb.it,  tell  me  what  if  your  Highland  lad  be  slain  ? 

Oh  I what,  tell  me  what  if  your  Highland  lad  be  slain  ? 

Oh,  no  1 true  love  will  be  his  guard  and  bring  him  safe  again, 

For  its’s  oh  ! my  heart  would  break  if  my  Highland  lad  were  tlairt 
Oh.  no  1 true  love  will  be  his  guard,  efe. 
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SLEEP,  ItADY,  SLEEP. 


22 


Loch  Lomond. 


JlatJtw  tlow  andtcith  feeling. 


Traditional  Scotch  Mcloov. 
Arranged  by  W.  E.  F. 


^ r CT  r r-  i r r r r t t 

«.  By  yon  bon -me  banks,  and  by  yon  bon  - nie  braes.  Where  the 

a.  Twas  there  that  we  part  - ed  in  yon  shad  - y glen,  On  the 

3.  The  wee  bird  - ies  sing  and  the  wild  flow  - ers  spring.  And  in 


sun  shines  bright  on  Loch  Lo  - mon*,  Where  me  and  my  true  love  Wet® 

steep,  steep  aide  o'  Ben  Lo  - mon’,  Where  in  pur  - pie  hue  The 

sun-shine  the  wa-ters  are  sleep  - ing,  But  the  brok-en  heart  it  kens  Nae 


Z Z f r u V . , 

ev  - er  wont  lo  gae.  On  the  bon-nie,  bon -nie  banks  of  Loch  Lo-mon’. 
Hie-land  hills  we  view,  And  the  moon,  com -ing  out  in  the  gloam-ing. 
se^-ond  spring  a - gain,  Tho*  the  waefu’  may cease  frae  their  greet-ing. 


V 

r 

Z 

Z 

r z 

z 

1 z 

1 u 

Oh! 

ye'll 

tak' 

the 

high  road 

and 

I'll  tak’  the 

low  - road,  And 

♦ 

-fL 

1 ^ h 

A m . ^ 

1 1*  ^ 

ril  be  in  Scot -land  a - fore  ye.  But 

J / / J / J*.  ! 


V I > 

me  and  my  true  love  will 

J > J /‘-JL. 
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LOCH  LOMOND. 


T- 


u ^ > u 

ne  - ver  meet  a - gain  On  the 


I 


f tf-  i#  ^ ^ 

bon  -nfe,  bon-nie  banks  of  Loch  • mon.* 


w w Music  by 

letilaQdic  of  Pall  Jonsson  by  VESPER  HYMN  JAS.  EDMUND  JONES 

Rev  C.Venn  PUoher. 

/r  • 


T T” 

On  the  wings  of 

Let  Thy  light,  which 


de  - clin  - mg, 
eth  ne  - ver, 


Thine  eyes 
though  night 


pre 


dark  or 
vail  - ' eth, 

I 


shin  - ing 

1 1 


r 


il  keep, 
my  heart. 


r 


— i- 


ALTERNATIVE  SETTING 
As  we  leave  Thy  hous^  0 Father, 

Hear  In  Heaven  our  vesper  prayer: 

Keep  our  loved  onee,  gentle  Savioar, 

In  Thy  care.  — T.  H.  Lltater, 


Shades  of  Evening. 


Word#  by  F.  H.  Baylbv. 


C S.  Whitmosb. 
arranged  by  Hans  Dressbl. 


Shades  ofev'ning  close  nolo’er  us,  Leave’our  lone  - ly 


Tis  the  hour  when  happy  faces 
Smile  around  the  taper's  light 
Who  will  fill  our  vacant  places? 

Who  will  sing  our  songs  to-night? 
Thro’  the  mist  that  floats  above  us, 
Faintly  sountls  the  vesper  bell, 
Like  a voice  from  those  who  love  us, 
Breathing  fondly — fare-thee-well ! 


When  the  waves  around  ns  breaking, 
As  I pace  the  deck  alone, 

And  my  eye  in  vain  is  seeking 
Some  green  leaf  to  rest  upon  j 
What  would  I not  give  to  wander 
Where  my  old  companions  dwell 
Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder, 
Isle  of  beauty,  fare-thee-well. 
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HAEKI  HARKl  THE  LARK. 


Wards  by  Gboros  Coopbm»  Music  by  J.  R.  TnoitAS- 

Hartnonized  for  Male  Voices  by  W.  E.  F 


Ui  & 8nd  Tenor 


I ^ 1 love,  O I love  a good  laugh,  ha!  ha!  Ftir  a wori-der-ful  thing  is  a 

» So  I love,  So  I love  a good  lau^h,  hal  hal  For  a wonderful  cure  is  a 


laugh,  ha  1 hal  Why  its  het  ter  than  all  the  tears, 
laiigh,  ha  I hal  Why  there’s  laughter  in  ev'-ry  thing, 

^ I 


*>  ie  U 

bu-dy  cou!d  shed  for 
ri'vers,  and  birds  that 
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A JOLLY  GOOD  LAUGH. 


1.  A charm  for 
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A JOLLY  GOOD  LAUGH. 
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IF  THE  WATERS  COULD  SPEAK. 


rit  a Umpo 
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Weel  may  the  keel  row. 


BORDER  SONG 
anangred  ly  Hass  Dressbl. 

1st  ^ i^nd  Tenor. 


■ liV- 
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Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms. 


Arrdnge.t  by  Hans  Dressbu 

heye  me,  if  all  those  en  - dear-ing  young  charms  Which  I 

IS  not  while  bcau-ty  and  youth  are  thine  own,  And  thy 


still  be  a-dor’das  this  mo-meot  thou  art,  Let  thy  love  - li  - ness  fade  as  it 
h^rt  tl^t  has  tm  - ly  lov*d  nev  - er  for  gets,  But  as  tru  - Jy  loves  on  to  the 


242 


Sweet  Genevieve. 


rHoderatv, 

Tenor 


II.  TuctrsR 

Arranged  by  Hans  Dressbl 


Baritone'  p ^ L 

O Gen- e -vieyel’d  give  the  world  to  live  a-gainihe  lovely  pastl  The 
Fair  Gen-e-vieve,  My  ear -ly  love,  The  years  but  make  thee  dear-er  far;  My 
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The  low  - backed  Car. 


Tenor  it  Baritone 


Arranged  bT'HAlfS.DRsattu 


saw  sweet  Peg-gy,  ’Twas  on  a mar*ket  day,  A 
bat-tie  8 wild  com-mo-tion  The  proud  and  might-y  Mars,  With 


low  backed  car  she  drove,  and  sat’Up-  on  Mnits  ^ when  that  bay  ms 

scythes,  de  - mands  his  tithes  Of  death  in  war-like  cars ; While  Peg-gy,  pca^fu! 


bloominggrass.Anddeckedwithflow’rsofspringNoflow'r  was  there  that  could  com  pare  With  the 
god  -dess.  Has  darts  in  her  bright  eye,  That  knock  men  down  in  the  market  town,  As 


J bloom-ing  girl  I sing,  As  she  sat  in  the  low-backed  car,  The  man  at  the  turn  pike 
right  and  left  they  fly  White  she  sits  in  the  low-backedcar,  Than  bat-ties  more  dang-erous 
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Old  Black  Joe. 


Amuiged  for  male  voices 
by  Thbo.  Martens. 


cot  - ton  fields  a*way 
friends  come  not  a -gain 


nil 

ft  / 

are 

my  frit-nds 

cot  - 

- ton  6elds,  from  the  cot-ton  fields  a - 

do 

I sigh 

friends 

not  come,  that  my  friends  come  not  a- 

^11  r Z ' ' " BB  F r Z~Z~V' — • f 

Why  do 

I sigh . . . 

that  my  friends  come  not  a-gain 

, » it-  — 5 — 6 — F — 1-0  ' -1  J'  ■ ■ J — -t 

are 

my  friends 

cot 

• ton  fields  a 

do  I sigh  friends  not  come  a 
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OLD  BLACK  JOE. 


the  upper  notes  of  the  original  chorus  and  all  sing  the  last  measure 
of  the  invisible  chorus. 


OLD  BLACK  JOE. 
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THE 

Words  by  JOHN 


PILOT.  NEW  YEAHs  DAY— AND  EVERY  DAY. 


OXENHAM.  ★ 


Music  by  JA8.  EDMUND  JONES, 1916. 


* By  permission,  from  “Bees  in  Amber" 
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Drea4  shoaln  and  8hift  - infrbank6?Aod 

A . LJ 1 LJ 1 ^ ■■  1 1 .-n 

ig!  «t1 

,1.  -ri 

J _ _ J i= 

, I M j j- 

• .L. 

-)»•  •■»- 

T»-* 

f <>i.  U L 0^^^=^ 

'W 

P'  p f -p  IP  p p p p ^1  ^ Ir^  J 

joy-ful-ly;  Of  miffh-ty  ser-vice  to  all  need-y  souIb.  5.So-Ho  for  the  Pi-lot’s  or  - ders,Wha^ 


,ii  ni>  r 

rm  JTO, 

JlJ  J 

j>i 

r 

<>  1 ^ 

i — *- 

r * r — 

i-  ij  J 

jji 

#:r'  -^-'v  p ir  r If  j 

takes,  fbr  He  sees  be-yoiid  the  sky-line,  And  He  nev-er  makes  mis-takes. 


F c^r  ^ 

|,,  .1  T 

. r '’f 

wide  free  Heas  of  un-im-agvined  blisK)  And  Trea-surelsleB,  and  King-domstobe  won,  And 


J. 

^ -J-  Hi  ^ 

^'uTj^ 

1— j--gr 

A ^ 3.'  J. 

! r rijj 
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4n^‘-  p Mr  I r II  p I 


through,  But  the  Pi-lot  knows  the  Un-koown  Seas,  And  He  will  brin^  us  through. 


rJ' 

If --F  f r 

w 

stanzas  i,3,6  & 7 are  svmg  as  a Chorus  the  following  arra/ngenent  may  be  used. 


r^iTjr-  (t-Jsr.  f-.  - 

Ml  4---f^  1 M 

r g r .,.■  J 1 1 L-^-iv-.,  ..M, 

■if — ■ ■ « ■ • 

_ iiJj 

ur^ 

■ J 

f PT  - 

^ _ •^’  * 

I--J 

1 ( ,(-  1^  .11  , ,.  , L.  1 1 ' ‘>CJ' 

252 


ENVOY, 


0 Happy  Day. 


2fi8 


Words  hj 
Arthur  11.  ViviaiL 


Carl  GOtzo 

Airanged  by  Thbodorb  Martsns. 


The 


Mir-est  day  in  all  the  year 
heart  so  full,  each  heart  so  warm 


two  went  strolMng 
Thy  bright  blue  eyes  be  - 


of  year.  We  two  went  slrolMng 
and  warm.  Thy  bright  blue  eyes  be  • 


through  the  corn, 
lov*ed  maid. 
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O HAFPY  DAY. 


3B5 


0 HAPPY  DAY: 


My  heart the, 


A CATASTROPHE. 

MALE  VOICES. 


Words  by  Chas.  M.  Shbldos. 
Allegro  vivace. 

1st  time  — j? 


Music  by  M.  C.  SpRAGUB. 


2B9 
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OLD  VOICES. 


*nnoastiieTeTeoxD6«b»fik;  oar  laacies  are  but  tb«  Ideal  aboota  of  thliuBtbfttWftra.-.  _ 

-Prof.  O P.  Vonm. 

WordtbyW.W.  CAMPBELL. '8$.  ASTHUR  E.PlSHBp. 

Andante,  quaairecUatioo. 


2«1 


OLD  voiosa 


CHORAL  MARCH. 
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deOEAL  MAROF. 


Sohram,  Bobnim,  adbrnmi  aohram,  Wben  we  we&  • ry  ue  at  n4(ht,  Beams  the  oheexfttl 


la  la  la  la  U te 


8ftr 
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FAREWELL  TO  THE  FOREST. 


Arranged  for  Male  volcet  Oom  MBHDBLSIOHNt 


1.  0 hille,  0 Tales  of  plea  • sare,  O woods  with  verdure  dressed,  Where  all  the  oharms  of 

2.  In  sha  - dy  glen  re  • olin  • ing,  I trace  the  wrong  and  right ; The  beam  of  rea  • eon 
if.  And  I mast  soon  re  - sign  ye.  For  scenes  of  toil  and  strife ; Ah  i why  does  fate  con* 


p J 


t'r-f'rr 


When  far  from  you  X 
The  book  I read  is 


/rf-B j 1 

J fi  \ * 'l  J n II  -i  -i  T 

1 ~ 

^ ^ 1 

m » ! J1  0- S-l ^ ^ p ^ 1 

1 1 1 1 1 1 i u 1 r 1 1 r ■ — ^ ' 1 

1 lei  • sore.  So  oft  haveoslmedmybreast,  When  far  from  yon  I wan  • 

> sbin  • ing,  Shows  vlr  - toeev  - er  bright — The  book  I read  is  Na  • 

1 sign  me  To  play  the  farce  of  life?  Thoagb  called  from  you  by  du  - - 

1 1 , J J J.  j. ^ 1 1 

• der. 
tore's, 

- ty. 

j [ ~ ~~ 

r— ^ , - r rr  1 

When  far  from  you 

' **  S 

wander. 

The  book  I read  is  Natnre’s, 
Though  call'd  from  you  by  dn  - ty 


Lost  in  the  worldly  train.  My  heart  will  fond  - ly  pon  • • der,  And  sigh  for  you  a 


There  sim-ple  t 


B ap  • pear,  And  though  she  change  her  tea  • • tares,  Her  die  • tatee  still  are 


Still,  whereso  • e'or  I stray,  The  spir  - it  of  your  beau 


T-TXrrr^ 


ty  Will  nev  • erfade 


- - der, 

• • tores, 

My 

And 

bean  * • 

• • ty. 

The 

^ 

gain. 

My  heart  will  fond  • ly  pon 

• der,  And 

sigh  for 

you 

a 

• geln. 

dear. 

And  though  she  change  her  fea  • 

tures,  Her 

die  - tates 

stiU 

are 

clear. 

way. 

The  spir  - it  of  your  beau 

- ty  Will 

ne  • • ver 

fade 

a ' 

• way. 

heart  will  fond  • ly  pon  . • . . . der, 
thongbsheohangehe^fea  . . . • . tur^ 
• It  o(  yonr  bean  • • • > ty 


foryou  a 

dio  tatse  still  are  clear. 

aa**>*«>  Ter  fade  a . wa' 
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Red,  White  and  Blue. 

The  Army  and  Navy  for  ever. 


1.  0 Bi*i-tan  - nia  the  pride  of  the  0-cean,  The  home  of  the  brave  and  the 


S.When  war  hurl’d  itswide  de-so-  la  - tioa,  And  threatened  our  land  to  de- 


3.  The  wine- cup,  thewine-cupbringhith-er,  And  fill,  fill  it  true  to  the 
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• theel  Thy  man  - dates  make  he  . roes  as  - sem-ble 


storm.  With  her  gar  - lands  of  vie  - to-ry  round  her  When  so 


May  the  ser  - vice  u - ni-ted  ne&  sev  - er 


■ ■ 1*  'w  n h 1 — 

Vic  - to-ry’s  lau  - rels  in  view  • Thy  banners  make  tyr-an-ny 

y n . = 

no-blyshe  bore  her  brave  crew,  With  her 

flag  floating  proud  - ly  be- 

both  to  tl 

-Q  H ■ 

eircol-ors  prove  true,  The  Ar-my  and  Na  - vy  for 

1 

m 

' m 7^0 

tremble,  When — borne_  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 


fore  her,  The booist  of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 


ev  - er!  Three — cheers  for  the* Red,  White  and  Blue. 


1^'- 

.p..a  ^ jl>jO 

^ ^ P 

(Foi'  2^^  Verse.) 


TYTt^tT 

With  her  flag  floating  proud -ly  be- 


borne  by  the  Red, White  and  Blue; 
boast  of  the  Red, White  and  Blue; 
cheers  for  the  Red, White  and  Bine; 


If  fpzj 

Thy banners  maketyr-a^n-ny 

3.  The — Ar-my  and  Na^vy  for 
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Words  by 

JEAN  BLEWITT.* 


She  Just  Keeps  House  For  Me 

SONG  AND  Chorus 


Music  by 

JAS.  EDMUND  JONES. 


* Copyright  by  the  Author.  Used  by  permission. 
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Ma  - ter,  our  moth  - er . 

crosse  stick  or  fly  - ing 

states  - men,  our  sol-diers 

deaiT’.H—-  And 

ball; And 

true; And 

A A 

proud  - 1 
gai  - I 
fond  - 1, 

' no 

' 8 

f ea 

w we  sing  her 

0 they’ll  rush  to 
jh  one  hails  the 

d d 

-p — ^ — 

iL  ^ 

i i j >-^r-  ; i , t-^-h 

praia  - e 
vict  - ’r 
mem  - ’r 

F 

s,  That  R. 
r,  When  e e 
r of  tha 

1 may 
r they 
t dear 

i— = ^ ^ 

know  that  her  sons  are 
march  at  their  Coun -try’s 
spot  ’neath  the  White  and 

^ — “ 

near.- 

call. 

Blue. 

' j 

n y y I 

;w//.  _ 

i ^ -f 

■ ' - 

■ /T\ 

f> . --J 
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REFRAIN.  With  dignihj. 


AHenmtive  Re/rniv  for  male  voicea.  (Air  in  first  Bass.) 


-l  J.  i J 

M.j  ^ 

1 1 l^hv 

All  Hail  to  theelTor  - on- 

i i J J 

to,_  Proud  Mis  - tress  of  the  North! With 

j t |1  1 i jjJ  1 '!  1 

*N  1 ^ ■ r 

heart  and  voice  we  praise  thee 

i J J J 


■we  go march  - ing 


j Jr~i  j)  i— i 
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the  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 


poco  ritard.  ^ a tsmpo.  ■ poco  ritard. 


ij  irA^'d"rg — 

star-span-gled  ban  - fier  yet 
ban-ner,  Oh,  long  may  it 
ban*ner  in  tri  - ilmph  aha] 

jg,  L f 

t Ui^i 

ware  O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave, 

ware  O’er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave, 

wave  O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

» •«  i»7>  (T  a-.p — |0 0 ■ -.w 

^■L  L 

— 

— r 

,\0’rv-[rre>  h 

-A 1 



iif-v  • »rt  .d>-g-Lpj3B 
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BATTLE-HYMN  OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 

(MIXED  VOICES.) 


1,  Mine..  efee  have  ceea  the  glo  • rj  of  the  ooid  - ing  of  the  Lord;  He  is 

d.  I have  seen  Him  in  the  watch-fires  of  a 1ms  - dr^  cir  > clingcamps;  They  have 

8.  I have  a fie  • ty  goe  • pel,  writ  in  bor-aisbed  rows  of  steel;  "As  ye 

4.  He  has  sonnd  • ed  forth  the  tram  • pet  that  shall  cev  • er  call  re  • treat;  He  is 

fi.  In  the  bean  • ty  of  the  lU  > leg,  Christ  was  bora  a - cross  the  sea,  With  a 


deal 

sift 

glo 


ling 

out 

the 

via  - 

tags  where 

the  grapes 

of 

wrath 

are 

stored; 

He 

hath 

ed 

Him 

an 

al  • 

tar  in 

the  eve  - 

dews 

and 

damps; 

1 

can 

with 

my 

con 

- tern  • 

ners,  so 

with  you 

grace 

shall 

deal ; 

Let 

the 

ing 

out 

the 

hearts 

of  men 

be  - tore 

his 

meat 

• seat ; 

Oh, 

be 

U 

in 

bis 

bo  • 

-soin  that 

traos  - fig  - 

ures 

yon 

and 

me; 

As 

ho 

—M — 

- » - 

0 , .0  - 

— ^-S- 

—0 

ML. 

loosed  the  fate  - fnl  lighc-ning  of  His  ter  - ri  - ble  swift  sword,  His  truth  is  march-ing  om 

read  bis  right-eous  sen • teiice  by  the  dim  and  fliir  - ing  lamps,  Ilis  day  ie  maroh-ing  on. 

He  - ro,  born  of  worn  - an.  crush  the  ser- pent  with  his  heel.  Since  Gcul  is  march  ing  on." 

yrift,  iny  soul,  to  an-swerHimI  be  ju  • bi-lant,  ray  feet  I Our  God  is  march-ing  on. 

died  to  make  men  bo  - ly,  let  us  die  to  make  men  free,  WhileGod  is  march-ing  on. 


I ■' 


VALEDICTORY 
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Worda  by  JOHN  D.  SPENCE,  89. 
I'ENORS  0!Da  lower) 


Music  by  JAMES  EDMUND  JONES, *88. 


BASSES  old  gTcypUe,faje.^-eU!  We  leave  thyhallswth 


boy-hoodsdays  be-hind  ua,  leave  thy  halls  with  boy-hoods  days  be-hind  us.  Forthwewend, 


No  long-  er  ft-iend-ed  by  thy  sbeltV-in^care, 


Nute.-Ibr  acoooipauimeDt  play  upper  lino  an  octave  lower. 
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f-  "M  «;  =» 

ten  - dermoth-er,  nui 

-tur-er  o 

-n K ^ pr— r 

■ Boulsl  Fare-well!  fare-well!  fare- well!  O 

L-i h t L_J h ^ J 
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SOME  OLD  FAVORITES 

(Word*  Only) 


GOOD  LUCK  TO  THE  BOYS  OF  THE  ALLIES. 
Words  aii4  music  b7  Morris  Manley, 

1:  It's  jolly  good  luck  to  Johnnie  Canuck 
And  all  the  allied  soldiers, 

THiey’re  fighting:  day  by  day 
In  trenches  Car  away: 

They’ll  all  march  ba^  with  tiie  Union  Jack, 

In  hietory  they’ll  gain  fame, 

Just  give  them  a cheer  and  banish  the  tear. 

For  they’ll  return  again. 

Chorus: 

Good  luck  to  the  boys  of  the  Allies, 

Just  dbeer  them  on  their  way; 

The  Union  Jack  they’re  proud  of. 

While  flgbrting  day  by  day; 

When  the  band  plays  that  tune  called  Tipperary, 
There’s  Joy  right  in  their  eyes; 

God  save  our  gracious  King, 

Good  luck  to  the  boys  of  the  Allies. 


2.  'They’re  jolly  and  brave,  but  never  do  rave. 

About  their  pride  and  bravery; 

Right  at  the  front  they  stay 
In  thickest  of  the  Cray. 

They’ll  win  the  fight,  Uielr  hearts  are  right. 

You  bet  they're  filled  with  pluck; 

Right  on.  th^r  track,  when  tiiey  come  back, 

We'll  oheer  our  Johnnie  Canuck. 

Printed  by  permission  of  Morrie  Manley,  Owner  of 
copyright. 


WE’LL  NEVER  LET  THE  OLD  FLAG  FALL 
Lyric  by  Albert  B;  MacNutt 
Music  by  M.  F.  Kelly 

Britain’s  fiag  has  always  stood  for  Justice, 
Britain’s  hope  has  always  been  for  Peace, 
Britain's  foes  have  known  that  they  could  trust  us 
To  do  our  best  to  make  the  cannons  cease. 
Britain’s  blood  will  never  etand  for  insult. 

Britain’s  sons  will  rally  at  her  call, 

Britain's  pride  will  never  let  her  exult, 

But  we'll  never  let  the  old  flag  fall. 

Chorus: 

We'U  never  let  the  old.  flag  fall, 

For  we  love  It  the  best  of  all, 

We  don't  want  to  fight  to  show  our  might. 

But  when  we  start  well  fight,  fight  fight 
In  peace  or  war  you’ll  hear  us  sing, 

God  save  the  flag,  God  save  the  King, 

- At  the  ends  of  the  world,  the  flag's  unfurl’d. 

We'll  never  let  the  old  flag  faJL 
Brltaln'’s  sons-  have  always  call'd  her  Mother, 
Britain's  sons  have  always  lov'd  her  best, 

Brltaln’e  sons  wotUd  die  to  show  they  love  her, 

The  dear  old  Flag  laid  on  each  manly  breast, 
Britain’s  ships  have  ^ways  ruled  the,  ocean, 
Britain’s  sons  will  serve  her  one  and  all, 

Brltaln^s  sons  will  show  their  true  devotion. 

And  we'll  never  let  the  old  flag  fall. 

Printed  by  permlselon  of  the  Anglo-Canadian  Music 
Publishers  Ass’n,  Limited,  and  Albert  B.  MacNutt 


MARY. 

Music  by  T.  Richardson. 

L Kind,  klml  aiK^  gentle  Is  she. 

Kind  is  my  MaryJ 
The  tender  bloeeom  on  the  tree 
Cannot  compare  wi’  Mary. 

Her  brow  is  fair  as  winter's  snow. 

Her  cheeks  wi’  modest  roses  blow. 

And  dove-like  glances  sweetly  flow 
Frae  out  the  e’en  o’  Mary. 

Chonie: 

Sae  kind,  kind  and  gentle  Is  she, 

Kind  is  my  Mary; 

The  tender  bloeaom  on  the  tree 
Canmot  compare  wi’  Mary. 

2.  Oh,  see  yon  proud  and  haughty  lass. 

Her  head  wi’  pride  and  folly  tose’d; 

Ne’er  look  on  her,  hut  let  her  pass; 

Be  sure  it  is  not  Mary. 

3.  But  see  ye  one  o’  modest  air, 

Bedecked  wi’  beauty  eaft  and  rare, 

That  makes  your  heart  feel  sweetly  aalr. 

Oh,  weel  ye  ken  my  Mary. 

Printed  by  permdselon  of  Paterson  & Sons,  27 
George  St.,  Edinburgh,  owners  of  oc?)yright,  from 
whom  the  song,  with  piano  accompaniment,  may  be 
bad,  pest  paid,  for  Is.  9d. 

SHIP  AHOYl 

{“All  the  Nice  Girls  Love  a Sailor.”) 

. Words  by  A.  J.  MILLS. 

Music  by  BENNETT  SCOTT. 

1.  When  the  man-o’-war  or  merchant  ship 
Comes  wfl-lHn-g  into  port. 

The  Jolly  tar  wia  joy 
Will  sing  out  "Land  ahoy!” 

With  his  pockets  full  of  money, 

And  a parrot  in  a cage, 

He  smiles  at  all  the  pretty  girle 
Upon  the  landing  stage. 

Chorus: 

All  the  nice  ^rls  love  a sailor. 

Ail  the  ndeb  girls  love  a tar; 

For  there’s  something  about  a saBor — 

Well,  you  know  what  seiloTe  are! 

Bright  and  breezy,  free  and  easy, 

He’s  the  ladies'  pride  and  Joy ; 

Falls  in  love  with  Kate  and  Jane, 

Then  he’s  oft  to  sea  again. 

Ship  ahoy!  Ship  ahoy! 

2.  He  will  spend  his  money  freely. 

And  he's  generous. to  bis  pals; 

While  Jack  has  got  a sou, 

There’s  h«nf  of  it  for  yon. 

And  it’s  just  the  same  in  love  or  war. 

He  goes  through  with  a smile; 

And  you.  can  trust  a sailor. 

He’s  a white  man  all  ^ while. 

Printed  by  permiselon  of  Star  Music  Pub.  Co.,  Ltd., 
London,  England,  owners  of  copyright. 


PUT  ON  YOUR  OLD  GREY  BONNET. 
Words  by  S.  Murphy. 

Musdc  by  Percy  Wenrioh. 

1.  On  the  old  ftinn  house  veranda 
There  sat  Silas  and  Miranda, 

Thinking  of  the  days  gone  by. 

Said  he,  "Dearie,  d<m’t  be  weary, 


You  were  always  bright  and  cheery, 

But  a tear,  dear,  dims  your  eye.” 

Said  she,  “They’re  tears  of  gladness,  Silae, 
Ihey're  not  tears  of  sadness. 

It's  flfty  years  today  since  we  were  wed.” 

Then  the  old  main’s  dim  eyes  brightened. 

And  hie  stem  old  beait  It  lighten'd. 

As  he  turned  to  her  and  said: 

Chorus: 

“Put  on  your  old  grey  bonnet' 

With  the  blue  ribbon  on  It, 

WhBe  I hitch  old  Dobbin  to  the  shay; 

And  through  the  flelds  of  clover, 

We’H  drive  up  to  Dover 
On  our  golden  wedding  day.” 

2.  It  was  the  same  old  bonnet. 

With  the  same  blue  ribbon  on  it 
In  the  old  shay,  by  his  side,  * ' 

That  he  drove  her  np  to  Dover 
Thro’  the  same  old  fleldE  of  clover 
To  become  his  happy  bride. 

The  birds  were  sweetly  ^nging. 

And  the  same  old  bells  were  rBiging, 

As  they  passed  the  gualnt  Old  churcfli  where  they 
were  wed. 

And  that  night  when  stars  were  gleaming 
’The  old  couple  lay  a-dreaming 
Dreaming  of  the  words  he  said: 

Printed  by  permission  of  .Terome  H.  Remick  & Co., 
Detroit,  owners  of  the  copyright. 

ANNIE  LAURIE. 

Music  by  Lady  Scott.' 

1.  Maxwellton'e  braes  are  bonnie. 

Where  early  falls  the  dew. 

And  'twas  there  that  Annie  Laurie 
Gave  me  her  promise  true. 

Gave  me  her  promise  true. 

Which  ne’er  forgot  will  be, 

And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 
I'd  lay  me  doon  and  dee. 

2.  Her  brow  Is  like  the  snawdrlft, 

Her  throat  Is  like  the  swan; 

Her  face  It  is  the  fairest 
That  e’er  the  sun.  shone  on. 

That  e'er  the  sun  shone  on. 

And  ^rk  blue  is  her  e'e, 

And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 
I’d  lay  me  doon  and  dee. 

3.  Like  dew  on  the  gowan  lying 
Is  the  fall  of  her  f^ry  feeL 

And  like  winds  in  summer  sighing. 

Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet; 

Her  voice  Is  Ibw  and  sweet, 

And  she’s  all  the  world  to  me: 

And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 
I’d  lay  me  doon  and  dee. 


KILLARNEYi 
M.  W.  BaJfe. 

1.  By  Klllamey’e  lakes  and  fells, 
Em'rald  Isles  and  winding  bays. 
Mountain  paths  and  woodland  dells, 
Mem’ry  ever  fondly  strays. 
Bounteous  nature  loves  aJl  lands. 
Beauty  wanders  everywhere, 
Foot-prints  leaves  on  many  strands^ 
But  her  home  is  surely  there. 

Chorus: 

Angels  fold  their  winge  end  rest. 

In  that  EJden  of  the  West, 

Beauty’s  home,  Killameyl 
Ever  fair,  KlUaimeyl 


Z.  No  place  else  can  cliarm  tlhe  eye 
With  sudh  bright  and  varied  tints, 

Every  rook  that  you  pass  by 
Verdnre  broldera  or  b^rfrrta: 

Virgin  there  the  green  grass  grows, 

Every  mom  spring's  natal  day; 

Bright  hued  berries  daft  the  snows, 

Smiling  winter’s  frown  away. 

3.  Mnsic  there  for  eoho'dwells, 

Makes  each  sound  a harmony; 

Many-voiced  the  Chorus  swells, 

TUn  it  faints  in  ecstasy. 

With  the  Chonnful  tints  below 
Seems  the  heaven  above  to  vie. 

All  rich  colors  that  we  know 
Tinge  the  cloud«wreaths  in  that  sky. 
SILVER  THREADS  AMONG  THE  GOLD. 
Words  by  E.  B.  Rexford. 

Music  by  H.  P.  Danks. 

1.  Darling,  I am  growing  old. 

Silver  threads  among  the  gold 
Shine  upon  my  brow  to-day. 

Life  Is  fading  fast  away; 

But,  my  darling,  you  will  be.  wlU  be. 

Always  young  and  fair  to  me; 

Yes!  my  darling,  you  will  be 
Always  young  and  fair  to  me. 

Chxmis: 

Darling,  I am  growing,  growing  oW, 

Silver  ihreeda  among  the  gold 
Shine  upon  my  brow  to-day: 

Life  le  fading  fast  away. 

2.  When  your  hair  Is  silver  white, 

And  your  cheek®  no  longer  bright 
With  the  roses  of  the  May, 


THE  CAMPBELLS  ARE  COMIN’. 

The  Campbells  are  cornin',  0 ho,  O ho 
Tbe  Campbells  are  cornin',  0 ho,  0 ho! 

The  Campbelle  are  cornin’  to  boimie  Look  Leven 
The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  0 ho,  O ho. 

1.  Upon  the  Lomonds  I lay,  I lay. 

Upon  the  Lomonds  I lay,  I lay, 

I looked  down  to  bonnie  Loch  lieven. 

And  heard  tlhree  bonnde  pipers  play- 

2.  The  great  Argyle,  he  goe®  before. 

He  makes  the  guns  and  camion  roar, 

Wi’  sound  of  trumpet,  pipe  and  drum. 

And  barmerB  wavi^  in  the  sun. 

3.  The  Campbells  they  are  a’  in  arms. 

Their  loyal  faith  and  truth  to  show; 

Wi’  banners  rattlin’  in  the  wind, 

The  Campbells  axe  comJai’,  O ho!  O ho! 

TOM  BOWLING. 

Charles  Dlbdln. 

1.  Here  a sheer  hulk  lies  poor  Tom  Bowling, 

The  darlikig  of  our  crew; 

No  more  he’ll  hear  the  tempest  howling, 

For  death  has  broached  K-jm  to. 

His  form  was  of  the  manliest  beauty. 

His  heart  was  kind  and  soft 
Faithful  below,  Tom  did  his  duty, 

And  now  he’s  gone  aloft. 

(R^eat  last  line). 

2.  Tom  never  from  his  word  departed, 

Hia  virtues  were  so  rare. 

Hie  friends  were  many  and  true  hearted; 

His  Poll  was  kind  and  fair: 


I will  Mss  your  lips  and  say, 

Ob!  my  darUng,  mine  aloii^  alone, 

You  have  never  older  grown. 

Yes!  my  darling,  mine  alone. 

You  have  never  older  grown. 

HOME,  SWEET  HOME. 

Words  by  J.  Howard  Payne 
Music  by  Sir  H.  R.  Bishop 

1.  'Mid  pleasures  and  palaces  though  we  may  roam. 
Be  it  ever  so  bumble,  there’s  no  -place  like  home. 

A c'uarm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hallow  us  there, 
Which,  seek  through  the  world,  Is  ne'er  met  ’frith 
elsewhere. 

Chorus: 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home! 

There's  no  place  Idke  home,  there’s  no  place  like 
home. 

2.  An  exile  from  home,  ^lender  dazzles  In  vain. 

Oh,  give  me  my  lowly  thatched  cottage  again. 

The  birds  singing  gaily  that  came  a-t  my  call. 

Give  me  them  with  the  peace  of  mind  dearer  than 

ail. 

BONNIE  DUNDEE. 

Words  by  Sir  Walter  Soott, 

1.  To  the  Lords  of  Con-ventlon  ’twas  Cl&verhouse 
spoke; 

"Ere  the  icing’s  crown  go  down  th-ere  are  crowns 
to  be  broke; 

Then  each  cavalier  who  loves  honor  and  me, 

Let  him  follow  the  bonnets  o'  Bozi^e  Dundee.” 
Chorus: 

Oome  fill  up  my  cup,  come  Qll  up  my  can, 

Come  saddle  my  horses  and  call  out  my  men; 
Unhook  the  west  port  and  let  us  gae  free, 

For  It's  up  wl’  the  bonnets  o'  Boonle  Dundee. 

mounted,  he  rides  up  the  street, 

The  bells  they  ring  backward-,  the  drums  they  are 
beat. 

But  the  Provoet,  douce  man.  said.  "Juat  e’en  let 
it  be, 

the  umn  Is  weel  rid  o'  that  dell  o’  Dund-ee." 


And  then  he'd  sing  so  blltlbe  and  jolly, 

Ah!  many's  the  time  and  oft! 

But  mirth  is  turned  to  melancholy. 

For  Tom  Is  gone  aloft. 

3.  Yet  shall  poor  Tmn  find  pleasant  weather 
When  He  who  all  commands 
Shall  give,  to  call  life’s  crew  together, 

The  word  to  pipe  all  hands. 

Thu®  deathv  who  kings  and  tars  despatches. 
In  vain  Tom’s  life  hath  doff'd, 

For  though  his  body’s  under  hatches, 

His  soul  is  gone  aloft. 

WE’D  BETTER  BIDE  A WEE. 
Clarlbel. 

1.  The  puir  auld  folk  at  hame,  ye  mind. 

Are  frail  and  failing  sair, 

And  well  I ken  they’ll  miss  me,  lad. 

Gin  I gae  hame  tzae  mairl 
The  grist  Is  out,  the  times  are  bard, 

The  klne  are  only  three. 

Chorus: 

I can-na  leave  the  auld  folks  now. 

We’d  better  bide  a wee, 

I canaa  leave  the  auld  folks  now. 

We’d  better  Wde  a wee, 

2.  When  first  we  told  our  etrar,  lad. 

Their  blessing  fell  sae  tree. 

They  gave  no  thought  to  self  at  all, 

They  did  but  think  of  me. 

But,  laddie,  that’s  a time  awa’. 

And  mlther’s  like  to  dee. 

3.  I fear  me  salr,  tiiey’re  falling  baith. 

For,  when  I sit  apart. 

They'll  talk  o’  heaven  sae  earnestly. 

It  well  nigh  breaks  my  heart, 

So,  ladd-le,  ddnna  urge  me  malr, 

It  surety  wlnna  be. 


COWIN’  THRO’  THE  RYE. 

Words  by  Robert  Bums. 

Air  “Tlie  Miller's  Daughter.” 

L Qia  a body  meet  a body  Cornin'  thro’  the  rye. 

Gin  a body  kiss  a body.  Need  a body  cry? 

Chorus: 

Ilka  lassie  has  her  laddie, 

Naas,  they  say,  ha'e  I: 

Yet  a’  the  lads  they  smile  on  me. 

When  comln^  ChTo’  the  rye. 

. 2.  Gin  a body  meet  a body  Cornin’  free  the  well, 

Gdnj  a body  kiss  a body,  Need  a body  tell  ? 

3.  Gin  a body  meet  a body  Cornin’  frae  the  town. 

Gin  a body  greet  a body.  Need  a body  frown? 

4.  Amang  the  train  there  Is  a swain,  I dearly  love 

mysel’, 

But  what’s  Ms  name,  or  where’s  his  hame,  I dlnnn 
choose  to  tell. 


KATHLEEN  MAVOURNEEN. 

P.  N.  Crouch. 

1.  Kathleen  MavooTneen!  the  grey  dawn  is  breaking. 
The  hoinn  of  the  hunter  is  heard  on  the  Mil; 

The  lark  from  her  Ught  whig  the  bright  dew  is 
^laking, 

Kathleen  Mavourneen!  what,  slumbering  still! 
Oh!  hast  thou  forgotten  how  eootn  we  must  sever? 
Oh,  hast  thou  forgotten  tlMs  day  we  must  pert? 
t^iorus: 

It  may  be  for  yeara,  and  it  may  be  forever. 

Oh!  why  art  tihou  silent,  thou  voioe  of'my  heart? 
It  may  be  for  yeere  and  It  may  be  forever, 

Then  why  art  thou  silent,  Kathleen  Mavourneen? 
2-  l^tMeen  Mavourneen!  awake  from  thy  slumbers, 
blue  mountains  glow  la  the  sun’s  golden  Ughf; 
Ah!  where  Is  the  spell  that  once  hung  on  my 
numbers? 

Arise  In.  thy  beauty,  thou  star  of  my  night. 
Mavo^een,  Mavourneen,  my  sad  tears  are  falling, 
To  think  that  from  Krin  and  thee  I must  part. 

THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER. 

Words  by  Thomas  Moore. 

1.  'Tie  the  last  rose  of  summer 
Left  blooming  alone: 

All  her  lovely  companions 
Are  fad.ed  gone. 

No  flower  of  her  kindred 
No  rosebud  Is'  nigh. 

To  reflect  back  her  blushes, 

Or  give  sigh  flotr  righ, 

2.  I'll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one. 

To  itine  oflX'  the  s'tem; 

Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping. 

Go  sleep  thou  with  them. 

Thus  kindly  I scatter 
Thy  leaves  o’er  the  bed. 

Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 
Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

3.  So  soon  may  I follow. 

When  friemdsMps  decay, 

^d  from  love’s  shining  circle 
The  gems  drcp  away, 

When  true  hearts  are  withered 
And  f<md  ones  are  flown, 

Oh,  who  would  inhabit 
Thle  bleak  world  alone? 


ROBIN  ADAIR. 
1.  What’s  this  dull  town  to  me? 
Robin’s  not  near; 


What  was’t  I wished  to  see, 

What  wished  to  hear? 

Where’s  all  the  joy  a^  mirth 

That  made  tMs.town  a heav’n  on  earth? 

Oh!  thej’'re  all  fled  with  thee. 

Robin  Adair. 

2.  What  made  the  assembly  shine? 

Robin  Adair: 

What  made  the  ball  so  fine? 

Robin  was  there. 

What,  when  the  play  was  o’er, 

made  my  heart  so  sore? 

Oh,  It  was  parting  with 
Robin  Adair. 

DIXIE. 

Dan  SmmetL  1859. 

1.  I wish  I was  In  de  land  ob  cotton. 

Old  times  .dor  am  not  forgotten, 

(Oho.)  Look  away!  Look  away!  Look  away 

Dixie  Land. 

In  Dixie  Land  whar  I was  bom  inv 
Early  on  one  frosty  momin*. 

(Obo.)  Look  away!  Look  away!  Look  away 
Dixie  Land. 

^ Chorus: 

Den  I wlsii  I was  In  Dlrfe,  Hooray!  Hooray! 

In  Dixie  Land  I’U  take  my  stand. 

To  lib  and  die  In  Dbde,  Away,  Away, 

Away  down  South  In  Dixie,  Away,  Away,  Away 
Away  down  South  In  Dl^. 

2.  Old  Missus  marry  “Wm  do  Weaber,” 

Willium  was  a gay  deceaber; 

But  when  he  put  Ms  ainme  atound  her. 

He  smiled  as  fierce  aa  a forty-pounder. 

3-.  His  face  was  sharp  as  a butcher’s  cleaber. 

But  dat  did  not  seem  to  greab  heo"; 

Old  Missus  acted  the  foolish  part, 

And  died  for  a man  dat  broke  her  heart. 

4.  Now  here’s  a health  to  the  next  old  Missus, 

An'  all  de  gals  dat  want  to  kiss  us ; 

But  if  you  want  to  drive  ’way  sorrow, 

Come  and  hear  dls  song  to-morrow. 


I CANNOT  SING  THE  OLD  SONGS. 

1.  I cannot  sing  the  old  songs 

1 sang  long  years  ago, 

For  heart  and  voice  would  fall  me, 

And  foolish  tears  would  flow. 

For  by-gone  hours  come  o’er  my  heart 
With  each  familiar  strMn; 

I cannot  sing  the  old  songs, 

Or  dream  those  dreams  again. 

Chorus: 

(Repeat  last  two  llnee  of  each  verse). 

2.  I cannot  sing  the  old  eotkgs. 

For  visions  come  ffgain. 

Of  golden  dreams  d^arted. 

And  years  of  weary  pain. 

Perhaps  when  earthly  tetters  shall 
Have  set  my  spirit  free, 

My  voice  may  know  the  old  songs 
For  all  eternity. 


JOHN  PEEL. 

1.  D’ye  ken  John  Peel  wIUi  his  coat  so  gay, 

D'ye  ken  John  Peel  at  the  break  of  the  day, 

D’ye  ken  John.  Peel  when  he’s  far,  far  away, 

With  his  hounds  and  Me  born  In  the  morning? 
Chorus: 

For  the  sound  of  his  bom  brought  me  from  my  bed, 
And  the  ory  of  the  hounds  which  he  oftUmea  led ; 
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Peel’a  view  halloo  would  awaken  the  dead 
Or  the  fox  from  his  lair  In  the  momdng.  ’ 

2.  Yes,- 1 ken  John  Peel,  and  Ruby,  too; 

Ranter  and  Rlngwoo^  Bellman  and  True, 

From  a find  to  a check,  from  a check  to  a view, 
Prom  a view  to  a dea^  In  the  morning. 

3.  Then  here’s  to  John  Peel*  from  my  heairt  and  soul 
Let's  drink  to  his  health,  let’s  fii^sh  the  bowl, 
We’ll  follow  John  Peel  Uiro’  fair  and  thro’  foul. 

If  we  want  a good  hunt  In  the  morning. 


OFT  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT. 
Thomas  Moore. 

1.  Oft  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  slumber’s  chain  has  bound  me, 

Pond  mem’ry  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

The  smiles,  the  tears  of  boyhood’s  years. 

* words  of  love  then  spoken* 

eyes  that  shone,  now  dlmm'd  and  gone 
The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken! 


LONG,  LONG  AGO. 

T.  H.  BAYLY. 

1.  Tell  me  the  tales  that  to  me  were  so  dear, 
(Cho.)  Long,  long  ag<^  Long,  long  ago, 
Sing  me  the  songs  I delighted  to  hear, 
(Cho.)  Long,  long  ago,  long  Ago, 

Now  you  are  come  all  my  grief  is  removed, 
Let  US'  forget  that  so  long  you  have  roved, 
Let  me  believe  that  you  love  as  you  loved, 
(Cho.)  Long,  long  ago,  long  ago. 


^ Chorus: 

Thus  In  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  slumber’s  chain  has  boui^  me. 
Sad  mem’ry  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

2.  When  I remember  all 

The  friends  so  link’d  together, 

I've  seen  around  me  fall, , 

Like  leaves  In  wintry  weather; 

I feel  like  one  who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet  hail  deserted, 

Whose  lights  are  fied, 

Whose  garlands  dead. 

And  all  hut  he  departed. 


2.  Do  you  remember  the  path  where  we  met? 

Ah,  yes,  you  told  me  you  ne’er  would  forget. 

Then  to  all  others  my  smile  you  preferred, 

Ix>ve,  when  you  spoke,  gave  a charm  to  each  word ; 
Still  my  heart  treasures  the  praises  I heard. 


3.  Though  by  your  kindness  my  fond  hopes  were 
ralsedk 

You  by  more  eloquent  Ups  have  been  praised. 

But  by  long  absence  your  truth  has  been  tided. 
Still  to  your  accents  I listen  with  pride. 

Blest  as  I was  when  I sat  by  your  side. 


SWEET  AND  LOW. 

Words  by  Alfred  Lord  Tennyson. 

Music  by  Sir  J.  Bamby. 

1.  Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low, 

Wind  of  the  Western  sea; 

Low,  loftt’,  breathe  and  blow, 

Wind  of  the  Western  sea.: 

Over  the  rolling  waters  go. 

Come  from  the  dying  moon  and  blow, 

Blow  hdm  agal'n-  to  me, 

While  my  little  one,  while  my  pretty  one  sleeps. 

2.  Sleep  and  rest,  sleep  and  reel, 

Pa^Jher  will  come  to  thee  soon; 

Rest,  rest  on  mother’s  breast, 

Father  will  oome  to  thee  Boon. 

Father  will  eome  to  his  babe  in  the  nest. 

Silver  sails  all  out  of  the  west. 

Under  the  silver  moon, 

Sleep,  my  little  one,  sleep  my  pretty  one,  deep. 


THE  SOLDIERS  OF  THE  KING. 

Britons  once  did  loyally  declaim 
About  the  way  we  rul’d  the  waves: 
Ev'ry  Briton’s  song  was  just  the  same, 
When  singing  of  our  soldier  braves. 

All  the  world  bad  heard  It, 

Wonder'd  why  we  sang, 

And  some  have  learn'd  the  reason  why. 
But  we’re  forgetting  IL 
And  weTe  letting  it 
Fade  away  and  gradually  die. 

Fade  away  and  gradually  die. 

So  when  we  say  that  England’s  master. 
Remember  who  has  made  her  so. 

Chorus. 

It's  the  Soldiers  of  the  King,  my  lads. 
Who’ve  been,  my  lade,  Wbo’ve  seen,  my 
lads. 

In  the  fight  for  England's  glory,  lads. 

When  we  have  to  show  them  what  we  mean. 
And  when  we  say  we’ve  always  won, 

And  when  they  ask  us  bow  It’s  done. 

We’ll  proudly  point  to  every  one  of  Eng- 
land's soldiers  of  the  King. 


Used  by  Permission  of  Anglo-Canadian 
Music  Publishers,  Toronto  and  Francis,  Day 
& Hunter,  London,  Owners  of  copyright. 
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